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POETICAL FARRAGO. 


THE 


ANTIQUATED srolc. 


* BEAR and forbear ;” thus preach the Stoic ſages ; 
And in two words include the ſenſe of pages. 

With patience bear life's certain ills ; and oh ! 
Forbear thoſe pleaſures which muſt end in woe. 
With theſe wiſe maxims Sappho ſtill can treat us, 
And prove her text from Carter's Epictetus. 

Thus to be ſtoics each fair friend ſhe teaches, 

Whilſt Sappho ne'er can practiſe what ſhe preaches ; 
For, turn'd of fifty, we may ſafely ſwear, 
Sappho will neither bear, nor yet forbear. 


VERSES 


' WRITTEN-IN A YOUNG LADY'S MILTON. 


CHLOE, to Chloe's foibles ſomewhat blind, 
Admires the froward whims of woman- kind. 

„ Strange! that our mother Eve, ſo void of grace, 
-« Should for an apple curſe the human race l' 


2  POETICAL FARRAGOs 


— — ——— 


— 


Her cenſures thus on Eve raſh Chloe pours, 
Whilſt ſhe herſelf green fruit and chalk devours. 
But ceaſe, fair maid, that fatal crime to blame, 
When you, more frail, had ſurely done the ſame : 
For leſs reſtraint your maker's will had croſs'd, 
Nay, for a crab, your paradiſe had loſt, 


ON 
A QUACK, f 


WHO “ TRAVELS BY ACT OF PARLIAMENT,” 


YE ſolemn tribe, who write—and take your fees, 
Adorn'd with Engliſh or with Scotch degrees ; 
Who boaſt of licenſes, and idly puff 1 et 
Your lectures, hoſpitals, and ſuch vain ſtuff; 
Behold a man, of more intrinfic worth, 
For public good, tho? © gouty,” ſallies forth! 

« His uncle's pupil,” —who, for thirty years, 

Has check'd the widows and the orphan's tears ; 

c Allow'd by all a moft ingenious” ſage ; 
Styl'd by himſelf, « the wonder of the age * !” 
Wt! 'The great Shappee ! who ſcorns your letter'd ſkill, 


1 | Your Baylis, Lucas, or e en Dr. Hill, 
| Sent forth—« by act of parliament,” —to kill. 


| op # The words of his advertiſement. 
| 
I} 
| 


port 


— —_—_— > 


FARRAGO. 3 


BaASSUS, it Teems, aloud complains, 
He's made the ſubje& of my ſtrains ; 
Declares: a word I never ſpoke, 
That could a poet's ſpleen provoke; 
Why vents he then on me his ſpite, 
Who hardly know the man by ſight?” 
Why, Baſſus, who can tamely bear, 
Thy pompous ftrut, thy haughty air? 
Our ſtreets, tho' reaſonably wide, 
Are ſcarce ſufficient for thy pride: 
Afﬀronts are not to words confin'd, 
Thy lool's an inſult to mankind, 


EPIGRAMS. 


— 


4 th — 
.* 


TAE 
CARTER TURN'D LOGICIAN. 


GILES Jolt, as fleeping in his cart he lay, 

Some pilf ring villains ſtole his team away z _ - - 
Giles wakes and cries—« What's here, a dickins | what 
c Why how now— Am I Giles? or am I not? 

If he, I've loſt fix geldings, to my ſmart ; — 
If not—oddsbuddikens, I've found a cart.“ 


bs | .POETICAL FARRAGO. 
222 06 õd CE 


ON ONE MRS. JUSTICE, 
CONVICTED OF SHOP=LIFTING., 


IN life with what ſurprizing turns we meet, 

E'en Juſtice has become an errant cheat. 
Alas I who honeſtly herſelf will truſt, 

Or truth believe, when Juſtice is unjuſt ! 


| ON 
A GENTLEMAN, 
WHOSE THIGH WAS PUT OUT OF JOINT, BY A YOUNG 


LADY WHOM HE ATTEMPTED TO KISS, AS SHE 
WAS PLAYING ON HER SPINNET., 


W HEN Delia did her heav'nly notes impart, 

And ſent the thrilling poiſon to my heart, 
In vain, to ſnatch a fragrant kiſs I ſtrove 

From the ſoft lips of my angelic love ; 

For ſhe, alas! like Jacob's angel prov'd, 

And out of joint my halting thigh ſhe mov'd; 
Since then preſumptuouſly I dar'd engage, 
Like him, an angel, and angelic rage, 
 "Suftain'd like him, why did I not obtain 
Like him the bleſſing to reward my pain. 


ON 
A SHORT CLERGYMAN,' 


] WENT to M—r—d—n one ſabbath even, 
To hear the prieſt direct the way to heav'n; 
I heard, but cou'd not ſee ; the ſtately pew, 
And lofty pulpit, hid him from our view ; 
With heav*nly truths he charms our liſt'ning ears, 
The truths we hear; the preacher ne'er appears; 
Then laugh no more when Homer's tripods walk, 
Since now our deſks can pray, and pulpits talk. 


ARGOS, W 4b DOG. 


BY MR. POPE.,. 


WIEN wiſe Ulyltes, from his native coaſt, 
Long kept by wars, and long by tempeſts toſt, 
Arriv'd at laſt, poor, old, diſguis'd, alone, 

To all his friends, and e'en his queen unknown; 
Chang'd as he was with age, and toils, and cares, 
Furrow'd his rev'rend face, and grey his hairs ; 
In his own palace forc'd to aſk his bread, 
Scorn'd by thoſe ſlaves his former bounty fed; 
Forgot of all his own domeſtic crew, 

His faithful dog his rightful maſter knew; 
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 Unfed, unhous'd, neglected on the clay, 

Like an old ſervant now caſhier'd, he lay; 

And tho? e'en then expiring on the plain, 

Touch'd with reſentment of ungrateful man, , 
And longing to behold his antient lord again ; 

Him, when he ſaw, he roſe, and crawl'd to meet, 
(Twas all he cou d) and fawn'd, and kiſs'd his feet, 
Seiz d with dumb joy, then falling by his fide, 

Own'd his returning lord —look'd up—and dy d. 


— 


EPIGRAM. 


TRE day was fixt, the nuptial band prepare, 

To give to Damon's arms his Cælia fair; 

When, ſtrange to tell, the fickle maid demurs, 

And to ſome luckier morn the match defers, 

Vainly with love's ſoft rhet'rick Damon pleads ;: 

The more he preſſes, ſhe the more recedes : 

The gueſts depart diſpleas'd, and Hymen ſwore, 
He'd never light his torch for Czlia more. 

Damon, whoſe thou ghts were full of fancy'd joys, 

Upon his lonely pillow fighing lies ; 

And Czlia, who refus'd the nuptial bed, 

Is quickly in the grave's cold boſom laid. 

Learn hence, ye fair, inconſtancy to ſhun, 

Nor trifle with the hearts your eyes have won, 

Leſt fate ſhould take the lighted lover's part, 

And Death, inſtead of Cupid, point his dart, 
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ON i 
| SOME PRESENTS OF SHELLS 


To LADY WALPOLE, 


LEARN from the iſles, ye Britons, learn, 
Exalted merit to diſcern, 
And free from prejudice and paſſion, , 
Do homage to its exaltation. 
Shall Chelſea grot its beauty owe 
Io preſents puny iſles beſtow ? 
The fame of Walpole is above,“ 
Mean monuments of private love. 
Let Chelſea grotto be bedeckt 
With marks of national reſpe&. 
Once more equip a gallant fleet, 
Your naval glory to compleat. 
A fleet, whoſe conqueſts may be read 
With W——r's triumphs at Spithead. 
One ſummer's expedition more,, 
Pacific, near the Gallic ſhore ; 
Might bravely gather rich ſupplies 
Of ſhells (romantic enterprize !) 
Adorn the grot with foreign ſpoils, 
And ſcorn the tribute of the ifles, 
Caligula, the ocean's lord, 
(The conquerors o' th' world on board} 
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So triumph'd, with his merry hoſt 

Of heroes, on the German coaſt; 
Return'd with eaptive cockles home, 

And ftor'd with ſhells the grots of Rome. 


4 


TO DELIA. 


Ir the quick ſpirits, Delia, in your eye, 
E'er long will languiſh, and muſt one day die, 
If ev'ry beauty, ev'ry youthful grace, 
Muſt ſurely fly from that forſaken face; 
'Then let us, lovely charmer, reap our joys, 
E'er cruel time ſuch goodly fruit deſtroys. 
But if thoſe jetty locks muſt ever grow, 


Nor &er be whiten'd o'er with age's ſnow ; 


If thoſe bright ſuns, thy eyes, muſt know no ſhade, 


And, thy now blooming beauties, never fade, 


Then ſcruple not, my Delia, to beſtow, 

What freely gather'd, ſhall as freely grow. 

Thus, nymph, whate'er the effects of time may prove, 
They furniſh motives ſtrong for preſent love, 


WU Phu pu nu 
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TO THE SAME, 
AFTER SOME INSOLENT CARRIAGE FROM HER. 


— 


Know, Delia, ſince thou art become ſo proud, 
Twas I, twas I, that gave thee thy renown, 
Elſe hadſt thou Kill in the forgotten crowd, 

Of vulgar ſlighted beauties liv'd unknown. 
My muſe, ungrateful nymph ! has giv'n thee fame, 
And in my verſe ſo many chaunt thy name, | 


That killing pow'r you boaſt ! it is not thine, 
"Twas I that gave it to thy voice and eyes, 

If, like the brilliant Cyprian ſtar, you ſhine, 
"Twas on my muſe's wings you gain'd the ſkies,. 

Then dart not, Delia, from thy borrow'd ſphere - 

Deſtructive beams on him that fixt thee there. 


Repeat to me thy Goddeſs airs no more, 

Leſt I, provok'd, my idol uncreate, 
Let others, nymph, thy myſtic forms adore, 

Let me approach thee in thy mortal tate, 
Poets, you know, who truth diſguis'd with tales,. 
Knew her themſelves thro' all her artful veils, 


GS iO, A 
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MARTIAL, . 


LIB. i. EPIGRAM 87 · 


M Y neighbour Hunks's houſe, and mine, 
Are built ſo near they almoſt join, 
The windows too project ſo much, 
That thro' the caſements we may touch: 
Nay, I'm ſo happy, moſt men think, 
To live ſo near a man of chink, 
That they are apt to envy me " 
For keeping ſuch good company. 
But he's as far from me, I vow, 
As London is from good lord How, 
Who ſooths the poor Barbadoes folks, 
All gall'd and raw with L-—r's yokes. 
For when old Huncks I chance to meet, 
Or one or both muſt quit the ſtreet; 
Thus he, that would not ſee old Roger, 
| Muſt be his neighbour, or his lodger. 


' EPIGRAMS. 


I. 
Mv fickly ſpouſe, with many a ſigh, 
Oft tells me—Billy, I ſhall die, 
I griev'd, but recollected ſtrait, 
Tis bootleſs—to contend with fate. 
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so reſignation to heay'ns will 
Prepar'd me for ſucceeding ill; 
*'Twas well it did, for on my life 
"Twas heav'ns will—to ſpare my wife. 
| II. 
Cries one-ey d Ned to jeering Sue, 
One good is worth your ſquinting two. 
HI. 
Nell try'd for ſtealing linen, anſwers ſwift, 
Compell'd, thro' want, ſhe did it—for a ſhift. 


IV. 15 
Some gallipots falling (a well tim'd diſaſter) 
Rroke his head while poor Syringe was OY a 
plaiſter.. . 


ON 
SIR ISAAC NEWTON'S BUSTO.. 


WhHiLE Caroline to learning juſt, 
Raiſes, to grace great Newton's duſt, 
A monument of Parian ſtone, 


Of Adamant ſhe builds her own. 
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TO CELIA, 
ON HER LOVER'S THREATENING HER HE WOULD HANG 
HIMSELF IF SHE. REFUSED TO MARRY HIM. 


T *EXTORT (unwilling Celia!) from thy fear 
The nuptial vow, does Lord Corinthian ſwear 

He'll hang himſelf, if you bis ſuit deny ? 

Celia! be eaſy, for my lord can lie. 

Yet to requite a courtſhip ſo abſurd, 

Tell him you'll mind him when he has kept his word. 


——— 


SAUN'TRING with merry Jack of late, 
We ſpy'd an odd triumvirate ; 

Two, almoſt as the Saxon tall, 
The third, like ſop, crook'd and ſmall ; 
The tall their parting congee's made, 

The pigmy neꝰ er declin'd his head. 

Says I, „that dwarf no manners ſhews;“ 

« You err, cries Jack, & he always bows.” 


GREAT wits do not live many days,. 
So the old Engliſh proverb ſays : 
How vain 1s each ambitious bard's endeavour ? 


If this be true O Laureat live for ever! 


To = 
PHOBBE FRONWNIN G. 


ALCIDE'S darts on wings of ſlaughter flew, 
Yet, not appeas'd, he'd have them poiſon too. 
So Phcebe adds the poiſon of a frown 

To charms that of themſelves but kill too ſoon. 


== —= 


ON 
FIDELIA'S COURTSHIP OF DEAN SWIFT. 


FIDELLA, be advis'd by me, 
Look blithe as lady may'reſs ; 

Tho' the dean's wife thou muſt not be, 
Yet thou may'ſ be his heireſs. 


VERSES 


LEFT ON A YOUNG LADY'S LOOKING=GLASS, 


"THIS mirror view, without reſerve, my fair, 
An angel's goodneſs thou'lt contemplate there : 
Should others view, behold perfeRion's gone— 
When thou behold'ſt *tis there for thee alone. 
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FROM THE LATIN. 


BY THE LATE REV. JOHN WESTLEY, A. Ms 


AS ver fair Chloe's roſy cheek 
Careleſs a little vagrant paſt, 
With artful hand around his waiſt, 

A lender chain the virgin caſt, 


As Juno near her throne above 
Her ſpangled bird delights to ſee ; 
As Venus has her fav'rite dove, 
Chloe ſhall have her fav'rite flea. 


Pleas'd with his chains, with nimble ſteps 
He o'er her ſnowy boſom ſtray'd ! 

Now on her panting breaft he leaps, 
Now hides between his little head, 


Leaving, at length, his old abode, 
He found, by thirſt or fortune led, 
Her ſwelling lips, that brighter glow'd 

Than roſes in you native bed, 


Chloe, your artful bands undo, 


Nor for your captive's ſafety fear; 
No artful bands are needful now, 


To keep the willing vagrant here. 
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While on that heaven tis given to ſtay, 
(Who would not wiſh to be ſo bleſt) 

No force can drive him once away, 
Till death ſhall ſeize his'deftin'd breaſt, 


STANZAS 


ON THE TAKING OF QUEBEC. 


BY DR. GOLDSMITH, 


— — 


| AMIDST the clamours of exulting joys, 
Which triumph forces from the patriot heart ! 
Grief dares to mingle her ſoul-piercing voice, 


And quells the raptures which from pleaſure ſtart! 


O! Wolfe! to thee a ſtreaming flood of woe 
Sighing we pay, and think e'en conqueſt dear; 

Quebec in vain ſhall teach our breaſts to glow, 
Whilſt thy ſad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 


Alive, the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 
And ſaw thee fall with joy-pronouncing eyes: 
Yet they ſhall know thou conquereſt, tho? dead! 
Since from thy tomb a thouſand heroes riſe, 


rare 
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THE 


BY WALSH, 


5 WIHAr tortures can there be in hell, 
Compar'd to what fond lovers feel, 


When doating on ſome fair one's charms, 
They think ſhe yields em to their rival's arms? 


As lions, tho? they once were tame, 
Yet if ſharp wounds their rage inflame, 
Lift up their ſtormy voices, roar, 


And tear the keepers they obey'd before : 


So fares the lover, when his breaſt 

By jealous frenzy is poſſeſt; 

Forſwears the nymph for whom he burns, 
Yet ftrait to her whom he forſwears returns, 


But when the fair reſolves his doubt, 
The love comes in, the fear goes out; 
The cloud of jealouſy's diſpell'd, 

And the bright ſun of innocence reveal'd. 


With what ſtrange raptures is he bleſt! 
Raptures too great to be expreſt ! 
Tho' hard the torment's to endure, 

Who would not have the ſickneſs, for the cure? 
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EPIGRAM 


ON THE CALVE'S-HEAD CLUB. 


AT laſt *tis plain, ſome whigs are as of yore, 

The ſame in forty-eight and thirty-four ; 

Kings and all kingly government they hate; 

And whig and round-head differ but in date. 

Take care, great George, who's next : for thoſe who dine 
On ſacred Charles's head, would ſup on thine. 


o | 
GOD'S. OMNIPOTENCE. 


WIEN Egypt's hoſt God's choſen tribe purſu'd, 
In cryſtal walls th' admiring waters ſtood ; 
When thro? the dreary waſtes they took their way, 
The rock relented, and pour'd forth a ſea. 
What limits can th' Almighty goodneſs know, 
Since ſeas can harden, and fince rocks can flow ? 


ON PRINTING. 


HoRsEs ane aſſes, flies and devils do 

Their labour in the printing art beſtow ; 

No wonder, thence ſuch loads of lumber riſe, 
- Dulneſs and maggots, calumny and lies. 


VOL, II. C 
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EPIGRAM. 


Two maſters no man e'er could * 6 
In ſacred writ is told; 
I fear it meant two miſtreſſes; 
If ſo, the rule will hold: 
Whole two ! nay, where's the man can ſay, 
He pleas'd one miſtreſs half a daß? 


: LINES 


. SPOKEN EXTEMPORE TO A LADY, WHO ASK'D, WHAT 
THIS WORLD WAS LIKE? 


THIS world is a prifon in every reſpect, 


Whoſe walls are the heavens in common, 
'The gaoler is fin, and the priſoners men, 
And the fetters are nothing but—woman. 


o 
TWO COURTIERS. 


HAL once in place, in place again would be, 

Bob ſtill in place would keep it willingly. 

Hal whilſt in place, committed blunders many, 

And Bob wont ſay he ne'er committed any. 

| Which blunder'd moſt ? I think there is no doubt 
One blunder d in, the other in and out. 
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N 
DEAN $SWIFT'S DEAFNESS. 


m——— - 3. ——_—_— 


War though che denn hehm not the knell 
Of the next church's paſſing bell; | 

What, though the thunder from a cloud 5 

Or that from female tongue more loud, 

Alarm not: at the drapier's ear | 

Chink but Wood's half-peacs; and he'll hear, 


E . 


WROTE BEFORE BISHOP —r's HISTORY« 
F "> 


Ds Retz in egotiſms falls ſhort of thee, 
His books are minutes, thine an hiſtory, | 
Pride, diſappointment did thy ſoul inrage, ö 


Againſt known truths thou open war doſt wage, 

Saint in thy preface, Mendez in each page _ 

Thy laſt will ſhews thou would'ſt earth's penance ſave, 
There is nor ſhame, nor ſorrow in the grave. 


Page 


DL 
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| 10 
. CHLOE MISTAKEN. 


THO' other fair I fing, and have in view, 
Yet you are pleas'd, becauſe you think tis you. 
Whene'er I draw a miſtreſs, or a wife, 

You beg the copy, and you ſay—'tis life, _ 
Deluded nymph, forbear your fond defire, 

*Tis not your picture, but you mine admire; 
For whilſt I ſeem your praiſes to advance, 
*Tis but a copy of my countenance, 


10 ä * 
DR. ATKINS, ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 


BY AARON HILL, 


'To a 


length of new birth-days your health we drink 
round, 


In this glaſs of good punch may your ſickneſs be drown'd ; 


You've inſur'd a long life, by your gout held ſo faſt, 
And your grand climaRteric, this morning, o'erpaſt : 
So, we've nothing to wiſh you, but bliſs, at a ſtay, 

Till the nation hates bribes, and her rogues run away, 
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To 
A SATIRICAL YOUNG LADY, 


BY THE SAME. 


FoRBEAR, loud thing! to live in laugh and jeſt, 

Wit is like love—the ſofteſt is the beſt! 

If thou, by this, wouldſt lively thought proclaim, 

If empty praiſe is thy wild fancy's aim ; 

A while this ſalt may ſeaſon fingle life, 

But no man's taſte approves a piguant wife, 

Be voie, and match, and charm, by judgment's aid, 

Or witty, and deſpis'd, and die a maid. 

So the thin razors, which young learners pleaſe, _ 
Grow notch'd, and edgeleſs, by unmark d degrees; 

„Till worn, and blunted, by too frequent uſe, 

Th' experienc'd hand detects the ſteel's abuſe ; 

Then cheaply thrown aſide, they gather duſt, *' 

Like thee, neglected, till conſum'd by ruſt. 


BY THE SAME. 


OH! forbear to bid me flight her, 
Soul and ſenſes take her part; 

Could my death itſelf delight her, 
Life ſhould leap, to leave my heart. 

Strong, tho” ſoft, a lover's chain, 


Charm'd with woe, and pleas'd with pain, 
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- 'Tho' the tender flame were dying, 
Love would light it at her eyes ; 

Or, her tuneful voice applying, 
Thro' my ear, my ſoul ſurprize. 

Blind, 1 ſee the fate I ſhun, 

Deaf, I hear J am undone. 


HINT 


FROM SOME OLD VERSES, ON A STONE, IN 
| STEPNEY CHURCH=WALL, 


BY THE SAME. 


—— 


Two thouſand years ere Stepney had a name, 
In Carthage walls, I ſhar'd the Punic fame; 
There, to the ſtrongeſt added ſtrength I lent, 
And proudly propp'd the world's beſt ornament. 
Now, to cold Britain, a torn tranſport, thrown, 


I piece a church-yard pile, unmark'd, unknown: 
Stain'd, and half ſank in dirt, my ſculpture lies, 


And moulders, like the graves, which round me riſe. 


Oh! think, blind mortals, what frail duſt you claim, 


And laugh at wealth, wit, beauty, pow'r, and fame; 
Short praiſe can fleeting hopes, like your's, ſupply, 
Since times, and tongues, and tow'rs, and empires die“ 


e 
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ON 
THE BIRTH-DAY OF MISS —— 


BY THE SAME, 


CARE be baniſh'd far away— 
Fly, be gone, approach not here : 

Mirth, and joy, demand this day, 
Happieſt day of all the year ! 


Summers, three times ſev'n, have ſhone, 
All out-ſhin'd by Delia'geyes : 

Winters, three times ſev'n, are gone, 
All whoſe ſnows her breaſt ſupplies, 


Dance we, then, the chearful round, 
Muſic might have ſtay'd away; 

She but ſpeaking, organs ſound ; 
She but ſmiling, angelt play. 


"Tis her birth-day—let it blaze 
Born to charm, and form'd for bliſs : 
Live ſhe lov'd, a world of days, 
| Ev'ry day as bleſs'd as this. 


Let her beauty not increaſe ; 
Too, too ſtrong, already, there ! 
But, let heav'n augment her peace, 
Till ſhe's happy, as ſhe's fair, 


e 
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THE GLOVE. 


BY THE SAME, 


Tx, me, ſweet glove, what name the charmer bears, 
Whoſe ſnowy hand thy downy cov'ring wears? 

« *Tis a dear name, I am forbid to tell, 
« But theſe diſtinguiſh'd marks may paint her well ;— 
« She gently aweful, winningly ſevere, 
c Charms when ſhe ſpeaks, yet rather loves to hear; 


„ Wiſe, as a God; as fancy'd angels, fair; 


c Lovely as light, and ſoft as upper air.” 
Enough, ſweet glove ! by this plain picture taught, 
He, I find, is the dear name I ſought. 


EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME. 


Wow W—ks came, of late, in a terrible rage, 

To the other old ladies, joint props of her ſtage : 

cc Hear me, ſiſters,” ſhe cry d, © I pronounce a decree, 

e We'll have no more new tragedies — take that from 
„„ | 

6 When we make the town laugh, I'm as merry as they, 

« But, I'm ten times more fad at a grave loſing play: 


$1 
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« Never tell me of ſenſe— it has coſt me a fall, 
« And if nonſenſe befriends not, J am ſure to loſe all.“ 
Well, well,” cry'd J-k E—1—s, and ſhrugg'd, 
with a ſneer, | 
cc Tho' you'll give em no tragedy, what ſhould you 
cc fear ? 
««« Say, when aſk'd, why twas _ your next benefit 
« night, 
« Nature form'd you for Arran they'll ſwear you 


« ſay right.” 


FROM 
THE GERMAN. 


WHILE yon enlivening orb of day 
To William yields its light, 
He to no other laſs will tray, 
Nor faithful Anna ſlight. 


Thus Will to Nance, with ardour, ſaid ; 
And kept his word, I ween, 

Nor, till the ſun had gone to bed, 

Met Sophy on the green. 


, UP ow 
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* 
THE FRENCH OF BARRATON. 


To Cato once a frighted Roman flew ; 

T he night before a rat had knaw'd his ſhoe ; 
Terrible omen by the Gods decreed ! 

« Cheer up, my friend, ſaid Cato, ©* mind not that; 

Though if, inſtead, your ſhoe had knaw'd the rat, 
« Tt would have been a fearful ſign indeed.” 


EPITAPH H 
ON A LAWYER. 
Hic; jacet Jacobus Straw, | 
Who forty years follow'd the lu, 
When he dy'd, 
The devil cry'd, 


« James, give us your paw,” 


ON 
A GRUB-STREET POET, 


WurN Pope or Milton charm our captur'd eyes, 
It is the poet, not the verſe, we prize; 

But here the bard, on equal footing, ſee, 

Whoſe Hobling lines are no leſs lame than he. 


POETICAL FARRAGOs, 27 


ON 
© THE KING'S RECOVERY. 


Nor with more grief did Adam firſt ſurvey, 

With doubts perplext, the ſetting orb of day, 

Not more his joy, th'enſuing morn, to view 

That ſplendid orb its glorious courſe renew, 

Than was thy joy, Britannia, and thy pain, 

When ſet thy ſun, and when he roſe again, 
r ,⏑, — 


TO HIS MAJESTY, 


ON THE ATTEMPT OF MARGARET NICHOLSON. 


Tno- female frenzy aim'd the murderous 7 Say AY 


Dear Albion's father, be the triumph thine 
Since heaven thus proves his fayourite charge below, 
And makes thy country's love immortal ſhine. 


ON 
SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 
BY BISHOP ATTERBURY., 


THREE Frenchmen, grateful in their way, 
Sir Robert's glory would diſplay; 

Studious by ſiſter arts t' advance 

The honor of a friend of France. 
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They conſecrate to Walpole's fame 
Picture, verſe, and anagram. 

With mottos quaint, the print they dreſs, 
With ſnakes, with rocks, with goddeſſes. 
Their lines beneath the ſubject fit, 

As well for quantity as wit. 

Thy glory, Walpole, thus enroll'd, 

E'en foes delighted may behold ; 

For ever ſacred be to thee . 
Such ſculpture, and ſuch poetry. 


1 
TRANSLATION | 
OF A LATIN DISTICH ENGRAVEN ON AN ORGAN IN 
THE LITCHFIELD MUSEUM, | 


BY MISS SEWARDs 


THE docile gales, that here impriſon'd dwell, 
Do thou releaſe from ev'ry hollow cell; 
They, for their freedom, ſhall the gift repay, 
With ſounds reſpondent to thy dulcet lay. 


N00 
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IMPROMPTU, 


UPON DR. WATSON'S NOT PERMITTING A CARPENTER OF 
CAMBRIDGE, OF THE NAME OF DAY, TO ERECT A 
PERMANENT THEATRE AT STIRBITCH FAIR, 


BY A JOHNIAN, 


THE tell us a tale, in Aſcalon's vale, 
Dan Joſ. ſtopp'd the /ur on his way; 

As great is the power of Landaff, this hour, 
Who hinders the progreſs of Day. 


| TAE 
FOLLOWING LINES 


WERE WRITTEN BY A CLERGYMAN IN LEICESTERSHIRE 
AT THE TIME THAT MR, FOX BROUGHT FORWARD 
HIS MEMORABLE INDIA BILL, 


As virtuous Ketch lay loſt in comtemplation, 
How beſt to ſerve, at once, both king and nation, 
With one hand brandiſhing a glitt'ring axe, 

The other plung'd in molten charter-wax ; 

Juſtice, ſtern power, array'd in ſable veſt, 

In words like theſe, her great premier addreſs'd : 

« Wouldſt thou oblige me, inſtant rear two blocks, 
« For patriotic North—and honeſt Fox, 


— —_ 
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* * 


c Then ſtrike each neck, ſuch is my requiſition, 

cc Their blood will form a noble coalition: 

cc So ſhall the praiſe that's due to me be thine, 
c And India burn her incenſe at our ſhrine.” 


— 


To 
MISS E-——D, ON HER HAIR. 


BY DR, AIKIN, 


— 


ANNA! ceaſe, with envious care, 
Thus to veil thy beauteous face, 

While, beneath that ſhade of hair, 
Buried lies full many a grace. 


Where's the brow, as ivory clear, 


Where's the cheek's delightful glow, 
Where's the nicely rounded ear, 


And the well-turn'd neck of ſnow ? 


Yet thoſe auburn locks of thine, 


Down thy face that waving play, 
And in wanton ringlets twine, 
Who could bear to lop away? 


Soon enough by faſhion's hand 
Shall thoſe flowing curls be dreſt, 

And each feature marſhal'd ſtand, 
Fatal to the gazer's reſt, 
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Bat, let me, ſecure from harm, 

Draw the veil that checks my fight ; 
Let me view each rifing charm, 

With a father's calm delight. 


Forty ſummers I have ſeen, 

Time enough to make me wiſe, 
I can look at bright ſixteen, 

With pleas'd, but undeſiring eyes. 


LINES 
WRITTEN BY THOMSON TO HIS AMANDA, WITH A 
COPY OF THE SEASONS, 


—— —— 


ACCEPT, dear nymph ! a tribute due 
To ſacred friendſhip, and to you; 
But with it, take, what breath'd the whole, 
Oh! take to thine the poet's ſoul ! 
If fancy here her power diſplays, 
Or if a heart exalts theſe lays, 
You faireſt in that fancy ſhine, 
And all that heart is fondly thine ! 
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A GYPSEY BALLAD. 


. BY PETER PINDAR, 


A WANDERING gypſey, Sirs, am I, 
From Norwood, where we oft complain, 
With many a tear, and many a ſigh, 
Of bluſt'ring winds, and ruſhing rain. 


No rooms ſo fine, nor gay attire, 
. Amid our humble ſheds appear, 
Nor beds of down, nor blazing fire, 
At night our ſhiv'ring limbs to cheer. 


Alas! no friends come near our cot, 
The redbreaſts only.find the way, 

Who give their all, a ſimple note 
At peep of morn, and parting day. 


But fortunes here I come to tell ; 
Then yield me, gentle Sir, your hand ;— 
Amid thoſe lines what thouſands dwell ! 
And, bleſs me, what a heap of land ! 


This, ſurely, Sir, muſt pleafing be, 
Io hold ſuch wealth in ev'ry line ! 
Try, pray now try, if you can ſee 
A little treaſure lodg'd in mine. 


_ 
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EPIGRAM. 
FROM THE GREEK. 


'THE gods of Epicarnes were, 

The earth, the water, and the wind 
The ſun, in all his ſhining glare, 

And ſtars and fire in godſhip join'd: 


Far other gods do I adore, 
Such as more profitable be ; 


Silver and gold, in ſhining ore, 
Are the divinities for me, 


Poſſeſs'd of theſe, I have my ends, 
And all my wiſhes to the full; 
Houſes and lands, and ſlaves and friends, 
And round me circling pleaſures roll. 


If juſtice hurt me, I can bribe 
The plant jury, or the judge; 

And turn from right the ſupple ſcribe, 
If I no money meanly grudge. 


Ev'n gods themſelves, as ſages ſay, 
Their heay'nly manſions will forſake, 
To dwell with me, of humble clay, 
If I the richeſt off rings make. 
YOL, 11. D. 
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| ON 
PHYSICIANS. 


'T HE firſt phyſicians by debauch were made; 
Exceſs began, and ſloth ſuſtains the trade: 

By chace our long-liv'd fathers earn'd their food, 
Toll ſtrung the nerves, and purity'd the blood: 
But we, their ſons, a pamper'd race of men, 
Are dwindled down to threeſcore years and ten : 
Better to hunt in fields for health unbought, 
Than fee the doctor for a nauſeous draught, 

The wiſe for cure on exerciſe depend ; 

God never made his work for man to mend. 


W HriLE theſe fond eyes of mine behold 
The heav'nly glories of thy face, 

My heart ſtraight feels an icy cold, 
And ev'ry blooming hope decays. 

| Thoſe ſparkling beams that glow in thine, 

þ To theſe poor eyes new life impart ; 

1 And yet, ſo ſtrangely do they ſhine ! 

ö Their frigid rays have froze my heart. 


M D 


POETICAL PFARRAGO. 35 
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EPIGRAM. 


Gor and the doctor we alike adore, 
When ſickneſs ſeizes us, but not before. 
'The danger paſt, both are alike requited, 
God is forgotten, and the doctor ſlighted. 


== = — ͤ b.—— 


INSCRIPTION 
ON A SUMMER=HOUSE A'T WICKHAM IN KENT. 


— — — 


LY MR, WEST. 


Nor wrapt in ſmoaky London's ſalph*rous clouds, 
And not far diſtant ſtands my rural cot: 

Neither obnoxious to intruding crowds, 
Nor for the good and friendly too remote, 

And when too much repoſe brings on the ſpleen, 
Or the gay city's idle pleaſures cloy ; 

Swift as my changing wiſh, I ſhift the ſcene, 
And now the country, now the town enjoy. 
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VERSES 
WRITTEN ON THE PLAGUE IN LONDON, LATELY. FOUND ON 


A GLASS WINDOW AT CHALFONT, WHERE MILTON RESIDED 
| DURING THE CONTINUANCE OF THAT CALAMITY, 


SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY MILTON. 


FAIR mirror of foul times, whoſe fragile ſheen 
Shall, as it blazeth, break; while providence _ 

(Ay, watching o'er his ſaints with eye unſeen), 
Spreads the red rod of angry peſtilence, 

To ſweep the wicked and their counſels henee ; 


Yea, all to break the pride of luſtful kings, 
Who heaven's love rejet for brutiſh ſenſe 3 
=P As erſt he ſcourg'd Jeſſide's fin of yore, 
For the fair Hittite, when, on Seraph's wings, 

He ſent him war, or plague, or famine ſore. 


ON ST. LUKE, 


EVANGELIST AND PHYSICIAN, 


WHILE Luke ſuſtain'd the ſacred teacher's part, 
Recover'd thouſands prov'd his healing art : 

| Great was that ſkill, which could loſt health ſupply, 
But greater that which taught mankind to die, 
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ON DESPAIR, 


DESPAIR is ſuch a fin of fins, 
It cannot be forgiven ; 

The ways of hell while others have, 
This bars the gates of heaven. 


TRANSLATION 


OF BEZA'S EPITAPH ON LUTHER, 


Roms, all the world, and Rome the Pope ſubdu'd ; 
By arms her empire—his, by fraud purſu'd ; 

But Luther roſe ſuperior to the two; 

And from one pen alone, both conqueſts drew. 

No more let Greece Alcides' honours raiſe, 

A feather'd quill his mighty club outweighs, 


_"LD""<=<=Z__—————IC 


TRUE BEAUTY. 


"THE diamond's and the ruby's blaze, 
Diſputes the palm with beauty's queen: 

Not beauty's queen commands ſuch praiſe, 
Devoid of virtue if ſhe's ſeen. 


FF ˙ ee 
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But the ſoft tear in pity's eye 
Outſhines the diamond's brighteſt beams; 
But the ſweet bluſh of modeſty 
More beauteous than the ruby ſeems. 


— —  — — — ͤ— 


TO CLORINDA. 


ROWE, 


"Tis not Clorinda's noble air, 
Her ſhape, nor lovely eyes, 

(Tho' matchleſs all, exact and fair) 
That thus our hearts ſurprize. 


She by ſome mightier pow'r invades, 
And triumphs o'er our ſouls ; 

At once with ſofteſt art perſuades, 
And with bold force controuls. 


"Tis in Clorinda's charming mind, 
The ſweet attraction lies; 

There all that fire and life we find, 
Which ſparkles in her eyes. 


In her a thouſand graces ſhine, 
That might our envy move, 
Which yet our thoughts alone incline 
T' oblige, admire, and love. 
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FROM THE GREEK. 


Ir the quick ſpirit, Delia, in your eye, 
*Ere long will languiſh, and muſt one day die; 
If ev'ry beauty, ev'ry youthful grace, 
Muſt ſurely fly from that forſaken face; 
Then let us, lovely charmer, reap our joys, 
*Ere cruel time ſuch goodly fruit deſtroys. | 
But if thoſe jetty locks muſt ever grow, 
Nor e'er be whiten'd o'er with age's ſnow ; 
If thoſe bright ſans, thy eyes, muſt know no ſhade, 
And thy now blooming, beauties never fade ; 
Then ſcruple not, my Delia, to beſtow 
What, freely gather'd, ſhall as freely grow. 
Thus, nymph, whate'er th' effects of time may prove, 
They furniſh motives ſtrong for preſent love. 


* 
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FROM AUSONIUS. 


Lox aid great Jove the weighty point debate, 
Whether a nymph or goddeſs to create: 
Irreſolute, he cry'd, “ What muſt be done? ; 
« We'll form a nymph and goddeſs both in one: 
« But from what pattern of celeſtial race, 
« The fair one's heavenly beauties ſhall we trace? 
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« Shall lovely Venus to the picture fit ? 
Or Pallas lend her air, and ſprightly wit?“ 
Still unreſolved, thus to the blooming maid, 
As bright ſhe roſe, © Be both at once, he ſaid : 
« Hence, both, in thy bleſt compoſition, meet, 
« As Pallas graceful, and as Venus ſweet.” 


BY MR. ADDISON, 


Myr love was fickle once and changing, 
Nor e' er would ſettle in my heart; 


From beauty till to beauty ranging, 


In ev'ry face I found a dart. 


"Twas firſt a charming ſhape enſlay'd me; 


An eye then gave the fatal ſtroke ; 
Till by her wit Corinna ſay'd me, 


And all my former fetters broke. 


But now a long and laſting anguiſh, 


For Belvidera I endure ! 
Hourly I figh, and hourly languiſh, 
Nor hope to find the wonted cure, 


For here the falſe, inconſtant lover, 
After a thouſand beauties ſhewn, 
Does new, ſurprizing charms diſcover, 

And finds variety in one. 


— —— 


— 
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LINES 


WRITTEN UNDER A LADY'S PICTURE. 


on na 


BY WALLER, 


SUCH Helen was! and who can blame the boy, 
That in ſo bright a flame conſum'd his Troy? 

But had like virtue ſhone in that fair Greek, 

The am'rous ſhepherd had not dar'd to ſeek 

Or hope for pity ; but, with filent moan, 

And bitter fate, had periſhed alone, 


TO MRS. W— 


PUTTING ORANGE FLOWERS IN HER BOSO. 


Go, lovely flower, in all thy pride, 
To that fair boſom, go ! 

There, there thy ſnowy bloſſoms hide, 
In whiter drifts of ſnow ! 


Yet, warmer than thy native clime, 
Thou 't find that ſeat of love; 

Matur'd to fruit before thy time, 
As in the genial ſtove, 
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Ah! no, with fragrant ſweets oppreſt, 

| You there entranc'd ſhall lie; 

And like her ſwain, ſupremely bleſt, 
In eeſtaſies ſhall die. 


THE 
TEARS OF LOVE, * 


— 


BoasT not thy golden ſhow'rs, great Jove! behold; 
Cupid deſcends in ſnow'rs more rich than gold! 


TO A PAINTER, 


DRAWING A LADY's PICTURE, 


TRE wretch, who Jove's artillery feign'd ſo well, 
By real thunder, and true light'ning fell ; 

How then dar'ſt thou, with equal danger, try 

To counterfeit the lightning of her eye? 

Painter, defiſt ! or ſoon th'event will prove 

Cupid as jealous of his arms as Jove. 


LN 


Dip love, like agues, ever intermit, 
How we ſhould bluſh, in abſence of the fit! 


* 


y 
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ON A HANDKERCHIEF 


WORKED BY MRS. 


—— ——— 


BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 


WIEN . caſts around her . eyes, 
A thouſand victims fall a ſacrifice ; 

No bounds her charms acknowledge, but her will ; 
And, whereſoe'er ſhe darts a look, can kill. 

Why ſhould ſhe then new artifices find 

T' extend her pow'r, and vanquiſh human kind ? 
Cannot the pointed rays, ſhot from her eyes, 

Her graceful perſon, and her air ſuffice ? 

But ſhe muſt triumph in acquir'd art, 

And turn her very needle to a dart, 


—— 
* 


X — 


BY THE SAME. 


CHLOE, now married, looks at men 1 more: 
Why then, tis plain, for what ſhe look'd before. 


WORD 
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TO MIRA, AT A REVIEW. 


BY THE SAME, 


LET meaner beauties conquer ſingly ſtill, 

But haughty Mira will by thouſands kill; 
Through well-arm'd ranks triumphantly ſhe drives, 
And with one glance commands a thouſand lives : 
The trembling heroes nor reſiſt, nor fly, 1 


But, at the head of all their ſquadrons, die. 


— ——= 


ON WOMEN. 


nV THE SAME. 


| WOMEN to cards may be compar'd ; we play . 
A round or two ; when us'd, we throw away ;— 
Take a freſh pack; nor is it worth our grieving, 
Who cuts or ſhufles with our dirty leaving. 


— r_— 


THE RELIEF, 


BY THE SAME, 


Or two reliefs to cure a love- ſick mind, 
Flavia preſcribes deſpair: T urge, be kind. 
Flavia, be Kind; the remedy's as ſure; 

"Tis the moſt pleaſant and the quickeſt cure. 
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ON 
A FRAIL FAIR ONE, 


CHLOE'S the wonder of her ſex : 
Tis well her heart is tender; 

How might ſuch killing eyes perplex, 
With virtue to defend her! 


But nature, graciouſly inclin'd, 
Not bent to vex, but pleaſe us, 
Has, to her boundleſs beauty, join'd 

A boundleſs will to eaſe us. 


ANOTHER. 


* BELINDA has ſuch wond'rous charms, 
Tis heav'n to he within her arms: 
And ſhe's ſo charitably given, 
She wiſhes all mankind in heav'n. 


_ 
_ 
AN ANGRY RIVAL. 


*T1s not the fear of death, or ſmart, 
Makes me averſe to fight ; 

But to preſerve a tender heart, 
Not mine, but Cælia's right, 
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Then let your fury be ſuppreſs'd ; | 
Not me, but Czlia ſpare ; 
Your ſword is welcome to my breaſt, 
If Czlia were not there, 


THE CONTEST. 


CHLOE and I for kiſſes play d IP 
She would keep ſtakes ; I was content : 

But, when I won, ſhe would be paid ; 

I,, angry, aſk'd her what ſhe meant. 

« Nay, ſince, ſaid ſhe, “ you wrangle thus in vain, 

« Give me my kiſſes back, take your's again.“ 


WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, 


UNDER A VOW AGAINST MATRIMONY, 


TRR lady who this reſolution took, 


Wrote it on glaſs, to ſhew it might be broke, 
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| ox 
THE DUTCHESS OF Sr. ALBANS, 


BY LORD HALIFAX, 


TRE line of Vere, ſo long a in arms, 
Concludes with luſtre in St. Alban's charms : 


Her conquering eyes have made their race complete, 
They roſe in valour, and in beauty ſet, 


FROM 
THE FRENCH. 


I DIE with ſadneſs, if the bluſhing fair 

|, beſe eyes adore, reject her lover's pray'r ; 

I die with tranſport, if her gentle ear 
Be pleas'd her lover's ſoft complaint to hear, 
How can a wretch ev'n hope his fate to ſhun, 
Both by her rigour and her /miles undone ? 
Each way I look, I view my ruin ſure, 


Fall by the wound, or periſh by the cure. 
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LINES 


$ENT 70 A YOUNG Aby, WIr RH A PAIR or n 
ON 81. VALENTINE? S8 DAY, 


BY DR, 3— x . 


BRIMFUL of anger, not of love, 

'The champion ſends his foe a glove ; 

But I that have a double ſhare 

Of the ſoft paſſion—ſend a pair. 

Nor think it, deareſt Delia, cruel, 

That I invite you to a duel, 

Ready to meet you, face to face, 
In any time, in any place, 

J ſhall not leave you in the lurch, 

Tho? you ſhould boldly fix the church. 

There, come equipp'd in all your charms, 
A ring and licence are my arms. 

J will th' unequal conteſt try, 

Reſolv'd to fight, tho? ſure to die. 


TO 2006 ABEL ooo 


IN HIS SICKNESS, 


ABEL! preſcribe thyſelf; truſt not another: 
Some envious leech, like Cain, may ſlay his brother 


POETICAL FARRAGO, 49 


ON 
THE DEATH OF DR. FRIEND. 


 IMITATED FROM THE GREEK, 


WHEN Radcliffe fell, afflicted Phyfick cry'd, 

« How vain my pow'r !” and languiſh d at his fide. 
When Friend expir'd, deep-ſtruck, her hair ſhe tore, 
And ſpeechleſs, fainted, to revive no more. 

Her poignant grief no further could extend 
She mourr'd with Radcliffe, but ſhe died with Friend. 


ON 
MISS BIDDY FLOYD. 


BY DEAN SWIFT, 


W HEN Cupid did his grandfire Jove intreat 
To form ſome beauty by a new receipt; | 
Jove ſent and found, far in a country ſcene, 
Truth, innocence, good-nature, look ſerene : 
From which ingredients, firſt the dext*rous boy 
Pick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy ; 
The graces from the court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride. 
Theſe Venus cleans'd from every ſpurious grain 
Of nice, coquet, affected, pert, and vain. 

Jove mix'd up all, and his beſt clay employ'd, 
Then call'd the happy compoſition, Floyd. 
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ON 
THE STATUE OF VENUS, 


BY PRAXITELES, 


———— — 


ANCHISES, Paris, and Adonis too, 
Have ſeen me naked, and expos'd to view : 
All this J freely own, tis paſt denying— 
But where has this Praxiteles been prying ? 


oN 
A PICTURE OF PHILOCTETES. 


Drawn by Perrhaſius, as in perſon view'd, 
Sad PhiloRetes feels his pains renew'd. 

In his parch'd eyes the deep-ſunk tears expreſs 
His endleſs miſery, his dire diſtreſs, 

We blame 7hee, painter, tho' thy ſell — ; 
Twas time his ſuff rings with himſelf ſhould end. 


TO A. LADY, 


© HALF=MASKING HERSELF, WHEN SHE SMILED, 


So, when the ſun, with his meridian light, 
Too fiercely darts upon our feeble ſight, 

We thank th' officious cloud, by whoſe kind aid 
We view his glory ſoften'd by a ſhade. | 
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VERSES 


WRITTEN UNDER THE STATUE OF EDWARD VI 
AT sr. THOMAS'Ss HOSPITAL, 


—— — — 


ON Edward's brow no laurels caſt a ſhade, 
Nor at his feet are warlike ſpoils diſplay'd : 
Yet here, ſince firſt his bounty rais'd the pile, 
The lame grow active, and the languid ſmile : 
See this, ye chiefs, and, ſtruck with envy, pine ; 
To kill is brutal, but to /ave, divine, 


we 


\ THE DEATH OF HIS MAJESTY, 
KING GEORGE I. , 


CoMMERCE and peace reſtor'd, each ſea his own, 
Europe's proud ſtates all bending to his throne ; 
Auftria reduc'd, and humbled haughty Spain, 

Forc'd to refign her title to the main, | 
Iberia's power by her own forts enſlav'd, 
Philip repuls'd, Gibraltar nobly ſav'd. 

What more could George ſolicit of the ſky ?— 
Juſt in the fullneſs of his fame—to die. 


Wa WW oo. 
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TO THE RIGHT HON. 
ARTHUR, EARL OF ANGLESEY. 


BY DEAN SWIFT. 


Ir the old Samian doctrine of ſpirits be true, 
Then Cicero's ſpirit does penance in you; 
For Jove, when he ſaw him ſo fond of applauſe, 
Which ſway'd him much more than the client or cauſe, 
Determin'd his ſoul to your body to doom, 

As great as when firſt he aſtoniſh'd old Rome; 
With all his own virtues a ſecond time bleſt, 
And fortitude added, to crown all the reſt ; 
But to check the vain glory that reign'd in his ſpirit, 
He gave you an ear that can't bear your own merit. 


ON 
THE INVENTION OF LETTERS. 


BY MR, POPE, 


HEAVN firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid ; 


'They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what love RES 
Warm from the _ and faithful to its fires ; 


The virgin's wiſh, without her fears, impart, 
Excuſe the bluſh, and pour out all the heart ; 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from ſoul to ſoul, 
And waft a ſigh from Indus to the Pole. 


ON DEAN swirr's 


LEAVING AN HOSPITAL FOR IDEOTS AND LUNATICS, 


Tu Dean muſt die, our ideots to maintain: 
Periſh, ye ideots !—and long live the Dean ! 


——— —=—=—— 


ON THE SAME. 


Lo! Swift to ideots bequeaths his ftore : 
Be wiſe, ye rich—conſider thus the poor. 


VERSES 


ADDRESSED TO ENIGMATIS TS. 


OF an the fops that plague mankind, 
None with th' enigmatiſt can vie, 
Who vainly hopes applauſe to find, 


By ſtudying obſcurity, 


| 
| 
| 
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When Nimrod's ſons, to mount the ſkies, 


With raſh intent a tow'r began, 
What ſtratagem did Heav'n deviſe, 
To diſſipate that impious clan ? 


Heav'n ſent no famines, plagues, or wars, 
But gave each man a puzzling riddle : 

His neighbour's dullneſs each abhors, 
And leaves the building in the middle, 


- 


THE | 
DOCTOR'S ARMS. 


A DOCTOR, who, for want of ſkill, 
Did ſometimes cure, did ſometimes kill ; 
Contriv'd, at length, by many a puff, 
And many a bottle fill'd with f, 

To raiſe his fortune and his pride, 

And in a coach, forſooth ! muſt ride. 
His family coat, long fince worn out, 
What arms to take was all the doubt. 

A friend, conſulted on the caſe, 


Thus anſwer'd, with a fly grimace: 


« Take ſome device in your own way, 

« Neither too ſolemn, nor too gay; 

Three ducks ſuppoſe, white, grey, or black, 

« And be the motto, Quack! Quack ! Quack!“ 


Tab ---- 
SAD ALTERNATIVE. 


IN heat of youth, poor Jack engag'd a wife, 

Whoſe tongue, he found, might prove a ſcourge for life ; 
Perplext, he ſtill put off the evil da: | 
Grew ſick, at length, and juſt expiring lay: 

To this ſad criſis having brought the matter, 

To wed, or die?“ Jack wiſely choſe the latter, 


DIOGENES TO ARISTIPPUS. 


CLOY'D with ragouts, you ſcorn my ſimple food; 
And think good-eating is man's only good: 
I aſk no more than temperance can give; 
You live to eat, I only eat—to live. 


on 
THE DEATH OF AN EPICURE. 


AT length, my friends, the feaſt of life is o'er; 
I've eat ſufficient I can drink no more: Pas 
My night is come; I've ſpent a jovial day; 
"Tis time to part; but oh what is to pay ? 
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oN 
A MONUMENT, 
nick MR. POPE AND LOKD BURLINGTON PROPOSED | 
TO ERECT TO SHAKESPEAR« | 


To mark her Shakeſpear's worth, and Britain's love, 
Let Pope defign, and Burlington approve !_ 
Superfluous care ! when diftant times ſhall view 

This tomb grown old—his works ſhall fill be new. 


TO MRS. W—. 


WHEN Stella joins the blooming throng - 
Of virgins, dancing on the plain, 
A Grace ſhe ſeems the nymphs among, 
Or Dian *midft her virgin train: 


But when, with ſweet maternal air, 
She leads Iulus thro” the grove, 

Herſelf appears the Cyprian fair, 
Her wanton boy the God of Love, 


— 
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LIBERTY IN DANGER, 
ON THE ACT AGAINST SWEARING. 


— — 


SINCE firſt the Norman fix d his ſtandard here, 

Britons have claim'd a right to curſe and ſwear. 

In vain the preacher, with his milk-white hand, 

Denounc'd damnation on a guilty land: 

With « D—n you, Jack l“ each blood his friend ſtill 

greets ; | 

And « Blood and thunder !*” echoes thro? our ftreets, 
But ſtronger ſanctions now our pulpits arm, 

Priſons and mulets th* abandon'd wretch alarm: 

The fear of hell, *twas found, could nought avail ; 

But ev'n a captain trembles at a jail : 

The loſs of money, ſure, tho? not of ſoul, 

Muſt ftrike vice dumb, and blaſphemy controul; 

Sailors themſelves ſhall henceforth grow more civil, 

And fear the j»ftice, tho* defy the devil. 


YOU often pity honeſt Ned, 

Condemn'd, you ſay, to write for bread, 

His lib'ral ſoul, till Dodſley pays, 

Still doom'd to faſt—or chew the bays. 
Yet, by that jovial, ruddy look, 

Not gain'd by poring o'er his book ; 
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That clammy ale, his table ſpilt on, 
That tankard, cover'd with a Milton; 
By all theſe tokens, Ned, I fear, 
Writes not ſo much for bread—as beer. 


ON 
. THE RIVER DANUBE. 


BY DEAN SWIFT, of - 


Skk, how the wand' ring Danube flows, 
Realms and religions parting! N 
A friend to all true CHriſtian foes, 
To Peter, Fact, and Martin. 


Now Proteſtant, and Papiſt now ; 
Not conſtant long to either, 

At length an infidel does grow, 
And ends his journey neither. 


Thus many a youth I've known ſet out, 
Half Proteſtant, half Papiſt; 

And rambling long the world 'about, 

Turn infidel and atheiſt, | 


WED 
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STREPHON AND BLOWSALIND. 


STREPHON, in vain, purſu'd a rural fair, 
The roſy object of his tender care 

The nymph, who long had lov'd a jollier ſwain, 
Still view'd th' enamour'd Strephon with diſdain, 
Provok'd, he ſtrove, by force, to ſtorm her charms; 
She rais'd her hand—and daſh'd him from her arms: 
« Oh! ceaſe,” cried he, “ ſubdue that barbarous ſpite, 
« 'Tho' doom'd to love -I was not born to fight / 

« You've ſtol'n my heart, deprive me not of breath; 
« 'Thoſe frowns are killing but that ft is death.” 


ON 
A SMALL, BUT ELEGANT VILLA, 


NEAR BATH, | 


Tur vap'riſh fair, whoſe chariots roll 
On Avon's banks, with each pert miſs, 
Struck with the fight, cry, “ Bleſs my ſoul ! 
« -Whoſe charming little place is this?“ 


Thus, view'd without, you deem this pile 
A little box, or cottage neat ; 

But, enter'd in, you change your ſtyle ; 
There all is ſplendid—all is great, 


60 POETICAL FARRAGOs 


10 
A FINE WOMAN, 


Too FOND OF PRAISING HER HUSBAND, 


BY DEAN SWIFT, 


You always are making a god of your ſpouſe ; 
But this neither reaſon nor conſcience allows: 
Perhaps, you will ſay, tis in gratitude due, 

And you adore him, becauſe he adores you. 

Your argument's weak, and ſo you will find, 

For you, by this rule, muſt adore all mankind. 


A FRIEND, 
WHO HAD BEEN ABUSED BY A LIBEL, 


BY THE SAME, 


Tux greateſt monarch may be ftabb'd by night, 
And fortune help the murd'rer in his flight ; 
And calumny, by working under ground, 
Can, unreveng'd; the greateſt merit wound. 

What's to be done ? Shall wit and learning chuſe 
To live obſcure, and have no fame to loſe ? 


—— ̃ ny nn no — 
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By cenſure frighted, quit fair honour's road, 
Nor dare to uſe the gifts by heav'n beſtow'd ; 
Or fearleſs enter in—thro” virtue's gate, 

And buy diſtinction at the deareſt rate. 


CaRLo, you ſay, writes well :—ſuppoſe it true 
You pawn your word for him, who'll vouch for you ? 
So, two poor knaves, who find their credit fail, 

To cheat the world, become each other's bail. 


ON 
DR. TRAPP'S TRANSLATION OF VIRGIL. 


MIND but thy preaching, Trapp; tranſlate no further: 
Ts it not written, Thou ſhalt do no murder? 


To 
M. DE VOLTAIRE, 


ON HIS CENSURING MILTON'S ALLEGORY OF. 
DEATH AND $IN, 


'T HOU art fo witty, profligate, and thin, 
Thou ſeem'ft a Milton, with his death and fin. 
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ON 
A CERTAIN POET. 


Try verſes are eternal, O! my friend, 
For he who reads them, reads them to 20 end. 


ON 
MR. CORNELIUS | £ 


NIGRINUS leads a married life, 

Not with his own, but neighbour's wife 
And, tho' Cornelius knows it's thus— 
The fool s C ornelius tacitus. 


ON 
THE BRIDGE AT BLENHEIM. 


BY MR, POPE, 


Tur minnows, as thro' this vaſt arch they paſs, 
Cry,« How like whales we look ? thanks to your Grace,” 


S 
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ON DR, Emm"S 
CUTTING DOWN A BEAUTIFUL ROW OF TREES AT 
ST, JOHN'S COLLEGE, OXFORD. 


INDULGENT nature on each kind beſtows 

A ſecret inſtin& to diſcern its foes : 

The gooſe, a filly bird, avoids the fox; 

Lambs fly from wolves ; ſailors ſteer clear of 3 
E the gallows, as his fate foreſees, 

And bears the like antipathy to trees. 


| ON 
A BAD PAINTER, 


FABIUS, you ſay, is much inclin'd 
Each cheek with too much red to fill; 
His pieces only 6b/4/+ to find 
The painter colours them ſo ill. 


BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 


BRIGHT as the day, and as the morning fair; 
Such Chloe is—and common as the air, 
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THE 
FATE OF ARTIFICE. 


IN church, the pray*r-book, and the fan diſplay d, 
And ſolemn court'ſy, ſhew- the wily maid ! 

At plays, the leering looks, and wanton airs, 

And nods, and ſmiles, are fondly meant for ſnares : 
Alas ! vain charmer, you no lover get, 

There you ſeem hypocrite, and here coquet, - 


ON A LADY 


WHO PAINTED. 


CoOSMELIA'S charms inſpire my lays, 
Who, fair, in nature's ſcorn, | 

Blooms in the winter of her days, 

| Like Glaſtonbury thorn, 


If e'er, impatient of the bliſs, 
Into her arms you fall, 

The plaiſter'd fair returns the kiſs, 
Like Thiſbe, thro? a wall. 


SS WOO 


 POETICAL FARRAGO, 


BY DEAN SWIFT. 


80 bright is thy beauty, ſo charming thy ſong, 

As had drawn both the beaſts and their Orpheus along, 
But ſuch is thy av'rice, and ſuch is thy pride, 

That the beaſts muſt have ſtarv d, and the poet have dy d. 


BY THE SAME. 


ARTHUR, they ſay, has wit; for what? 
For writing? no,—for writing not. 


ON MENANDER. 


'Trr very bees, O ſweet Menander, hung, 
To taſte the Muſes ſpring upon thy tongue: 
The very Graces made the ſcenes you writ, 
Their happy point of fine expreſſion hit. 
Thus, while you live, you make your Athens ſhine, 
And raiſe her glory to the ſkies in thine. 


VOL, II, F 
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N 
TO KING CHARLES I. 
i| 


ON. HIS NAVY, 


BT WALLERs 


SHOULD nature's ſelf invade the world again, 

And o'er the center ſpread the liquid main, 

Thy pow'r were ſafe—and her deſtructive hand 
Would but enlarge the bounds of thy command: 

Thy dreadful fleet would ſtyle thee lord of all, 

And riſe in triumph o'er the drowned ball. 


* 


TO KING JAMES IL. 


IN HIS FIRST YEAR. 


BY LORD LANSDOWNE, 


Tuo train'd in arms, and learn'd in martial arts, 
Thou chuſeſt not to conquer mer, but hearts ; 
Expecting nations for thy triumphs wait, 

But thou prefer'ft the name of 7z/ to great. 

O! could the-ghoſts of mighty heroes dead 
Return to earth, and quit th' Elyfian ſhade! 
Brutus to James would truſt the people's cauſe, 
Thy juftice is a ſtronger guard than Ja.. 


— , FIT GR i GIS . AI Aa. A Ar Ew Te —— — ons — — — 
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Marius and Sylla would reſign to thee, 
Nor Cæſar and great Pompey rivals be; 
Or rivals only, who ſhould beſt obey, 
And Cato give his voice for regal ſway. 


. 
THE AUTHOR OF THE FOREGOING. 


BY MR, WALLER, 


AN early plant, which ſuch a bloſſom bears, 
And ſhews a genius thus beyond its years ; 

A judgment that could make fo fair a choice, 
So high a ſubje& to employ its voice 

Still as it grows, how ſweetly will it ſing 

The growing greatneſs of our matchleſs king. 


— — it. 


—k̃ů᷑ꝛĩ ĩ[ꝝirvriñ —— 
— — — — 


— 


TO LADY 


ALLIED TO THE ROYAL FAMILY, 


Tat pow'rful name whoſe princely meaning ſhows 
From what high ſpring your blood's rich current flows, 
With needleſs awe reminds us of your race, 

Since heav'n has ſtamp'd dominion on your face. 

Still in your ſoy'reign form diſtinctly live, 

All royal rights your father kings could give. 
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In your commanding air, we mark their ſtate, 

In your ſweet words, their wiſdom and their weight; 
Warm in your gen'rous breaſt, their courage lies, 
And all their pow'r and mercy in your eyes. 


ON MRS. BARBIERE'S 


FIRST APPEARANCE ON THE STAGE. 


No pleaſure now from Nicolini's tongue, — 
In vain he ſtrives to move us with his ſong; 

On a fair ſyren we have fix d our choice, 

And wait with longing ears for Barbiere's voice: 
When, lo! the nymph, by baſhful awe betray'd, 

Her fault'ring tongue denies her looks its aid: 

But ſo much innocence adorns her fears, 

And with ſuch grace her modeſty ſhe wears, 

By her diſorder all her charms increaſe, 

And, had ſhe better ſung, ſhe'd pleas'd us 4%. 


FROM 


THE LATIN OF BUCHANAN. 


I KNOW not whether in Narciſſus' glaſs, 

Matchleſs Corinna, you e'er ſaw your face 
But this I know, with beauties all her own, 

Matchleſs Corinna is enamour'd grown, 
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The youth ſome reaſon for his frenzy had ; 
What made him ſo, made many others mad : 
Your cauſe is leſs, therefore your madneſs more ; 
Without a rival you yourſelf adore. 


— : — 


ro 
THE LORD CHANCELLOR KING. 


ALLUDING TO HIS MOTTO—* LABOR IPSE VOLUPTAS."* 


"'F 18 not the ſplendor of the place, 
The gilded coach, the purſe, the mace, 
And all the pompous train of ſtate, ? 


With crowds, which at the levee wait, 
That make you happy, make you great. 
But when mankind you ftrive to bleſs, 
With all the talents you poſleſs ; 

When all the joys you can receive, 

Flow from the benefits you give ; 

This takes the heart, this conquers ſpite, 
And makes the heavy burden light. 

True pleaſure, rightly underſtood, 

Is only labour to do good. 


TO MRS. CROUCH. 


WIEN! ſings, or acts the heroine* 0 * 
The fiction's ill-ſupported by her art; 

Still ſomething vulgar, thro' the rich diſguiſe, 
Betrays the mimic, and offends the eyes : 

But when your voice is heard, and beauty feen, 
You ſeem a goddeſi, while you act a gueer, 


A PARALLEL 
BETWEEN THE I1LLUSTRIOUS JONN. CHURCHILL, DUKE 


q 1 0 
OF MARLBOROUGH, AND THE REVEREND 
CHARLES CHURCHILL, 'POET, FE ug 


IN Anna's wars immortal Churchill roſe, 
And, great in arms, ſubdu'd Britannia's foes : 
A greater Churchill now demands our praiſe, 
And the palm yields to the poetic bays, 

Tho? John fought nobly at his army's head, 
And flew his thouſands with dire balls of lead, 
Yet muſt the hero to the bard ſubmit, 

Who hurl'd, unmatch'd, his thunderbolts of wit. 


S. 
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MARTIAL, 


EPIGRAM 79. LIB, iv. 


THRICE twenty years you've ſeen your graſs made 5 
hay; 

Your eye-brows too Lo your hair is grey ; ; 

Yet, through all quarters of the town you run; 

At ev'ry ball, and levee, you make one. 

No great man ſtirs, but you. are at his heels, 

And never fail both thoſe who have the ſeals. 

You never miſs St. James's; ever chat 

Of lord, or biſhop zhis, or gen'ral that, 

To youth leave trifles; have you ne'er been told, 

'That, of all fools, no fool is like the old ? 


LIB, IX. EPIGRAM 82. 


My works the hearer and the reader Praiſe ;— 
They're incorrect, a brother poet ſays :. 

Let him rail on; for, when I give a feaſt, 

Am I to pleaſe the cook, or pleaſe the gueſt; _ / 


Dee 
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LI B. vii. EPIGRAM 3. 


| YOU aſk me why I have no verſes ſent :— 
For fear you ſhould return the compliment, 


"=O 


. 
= — . —ñ—Ü— . 


LIB. IX. EPIGRAM 7. 2 — 


Ou! the degen'rate age! great Tully cry'd, 

When Cataline deſign'd his parricide ; 5 

When kindred chiefs join'd battle on the plain, | 
Which mourn'd, in tears of blood, the ſubjects ſlain. 
Oh ! the degen'rate age ! you loudly chatter; - 
What is the matter, Sir, what is the matter? 

Ns civil diſcord now; no tyrant's pow'r ; 

Peaceful and joyous paſſes ev'ry hour, — 

If you eſteem the age ſo wicked grown, 

Blame not our morals for it, but your own, 


LIB. XII. EPIGRAM 54. 


THY bair and beard are of a diffrent dye; 
Short of one foot diſtorted of one eye; 
With all theſe tokens of a knave complete, 

If thou art Honeſt, thou'rt a dev'liſh cheat. 


. —_ 
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MARTIAL, 
LIB. vii. EPIGRAM IOO. 
WHEN, in the dark, on thy ſoft hand I hung, 
And heard the tempting ſyren in thy tongue; 
What flames, what darts, what anguiſh I endur' d! 
But, when the candle enter'd, I was cur'd ! 


BY MR. POPE. 


ML lord complains that Pope, ſtark mad with gardens, 
Has lopp'd three trees, the value of three farthings; 

« But he's my neighbour,” cries the peer polite, 

« And, if he'll viſit me, I'll wave my right.“ 

« What! on compulſion ! and againſt my will 

« A lord's acquaintance !—let him file his bill.“ 


ADVICE TO MR. POPE, 


WING'D by the Muſes' god to riſe ſublime, 
What has thy fame to fear from peeviſh rhyme ? 
Shalt thou, decreed *till time's own death to live, 
Yet want the nobleſt courage—to forgive ? 
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Slander'd, in vain, enjoy the ſpleen of foes, 
Let theſe from envy hate, from int'reſt thoſe : 
Guilt, like the firſt, your gratitude requires, 
Since none can envy, till he firſt admires ; 
And nature tells the laſt his fault is none, 
Who to your intereſt, prefers his oa. 


ON 
DR. P. HOLLAND'S 


TRANSLATION OF SUETONIUS. 


PHILEMON with tranſlations does ſo fill us, 
He will not let Suetonius be tranquillus, 


ON 
SIR JOHN VANBRUGH'S 


DEVICE OF A LION AND A COCK AT BLENHEIMs 


Hap Marlb'rough's troops in Gaul no better fought, 
Than Van, to grace his fame, in marble wrought ; 
No more in arms, than he in emblems ſkill'd, 


The cock had driv'n the lion from the field, 


e 
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ON 


A BAD PAINTING OF PROMETHEUS. 


H OW wretched does Prometheus fate appear! 
Whilſt he his ſecond mis'ry ſuffers here; 

Draw him no more; left, as he tortur'd ſtands, 

He blame great Jove's, leſs than the painter's hands, 
It would the vulture's cruelty out-do, 

If once again his liver thus ſhould grow: 

Pity him, Jove, and his bold theft allow ; 

The flames he once ſtole from thee grant him now. 


SHORT-LIV'D BEAUTY. 


BEAUTY is but a ſhort- liv'd flow'r, 
Alas! too ſubject to decay, 
That blooms, th' amuſement of an hour, 


And ſheds its glory with the day. 


Whoever antient Phillis knows, 
Will find this literally true ; 

Mark on her cheeks the bluſhing roſe, 
Short-liv'd, as on the tree it grew. 


— ON CNS 
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Tho? on the beauties of A feature,, 
'Th'embelliſhment of art is laid, 
Yet all her charms, to copy nature, 
Bloom in the morn, at evening fade. 


SELINDA is the brighteſt thing 
= That decks our earth, or breathes our air; 
Mild are her looks, like op'ning ſpring, 
And, like the blooming ſummer, fair. - 


But yet her wit's ſo very ſmall, 

That all her charms appear to lie, 
| Like glaring colours on a wall, 
= And ſtrike no —— than che eye. 


Our ears are abſent from the feaſt; 
One ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweets; 
Stary'd, or diſguſted are the reſt, 


| | Our eyes hay ſhe treats, 
| 


So have I ſeen, with aſpect bright, 
And tawdry pride, a tulip ſwell, 

2 [8 Blooming and beauteous to the ſight, 

Dull and infipid to the ſmell, 


ON ROTOv. 
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Ov1D, who bid the ladies laugh)... 
Spoke only to the young and fair; 


For thee. his counſel were not ſafe, 
© Who of ſound teeth haſt ſcarce a pair. 


If thou thy glaſs, or me believe, 
Shun mirth as foplings do the wind,, 
At Pinkey's face affect to grieve, 
And let thy eyes alone be kind. 


Speak not, tho? twere to give conſent;. 
For he that ſees thoſe rotten bones, 
Will dread their monumental ſcent, 
And fly your ſighs, as. dying groans.. 


If thou art wiſe, ſee diſmal plays, 
And to ſad ftories lend thy ear; 

With the afflicted ſpend thy days, 
And laugh not above once a year. 


——— — — 


_ 
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By a cool fountain's flow'ry fide: - 
The fait Celinda lay; 

Her looks increas'd the ſummer's pride, 
Her eyes tlie blaze of diy. 


Quick through the ait to this tetteat,. 
A bee induſtrious flew 

Prepar'd to rifle ev'ty ſweet; 
Under the balmy dev. 


Drawn by the fragrance er Her breach, bath, 
Her roſy lips he found: 


There, in full tranſport, ſuck d in death, Xs 


And dropt upon the ground! 


Enjoy, bleſt bee, ehjoy thy fate, 
Nor at thy fall tepine; 

Each God would quit his bliſsful ſtate, 
To ſhare à death like thine? 
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TO CHLOF, 


. ON A BUTTERFLY4 


Cox, Chloe, view with curious eye 
This painted form, a butterfly: 

Behold its gaudy plumage glo-w- 
With all the colours of the bow : 

The ſea-green em'rald's vivid hue, 
The modeſt ſaphire's heavenly blue, 
The ruby's roſy tint that vies 

In bluſhes with the morning ſkies ; 
Here gold emits a radiant blaze, 
There filver ſhines with paler rays ; 
Behold, my fair, with ſweet ſurpriſe, 
The living maſs of jewels flies ! 
Reflecting all the rays of light 

Beyond the birth-day -princeſs bright. 
But know, fair nymph, that one ſhort day 
Beholds it glitter and decay :;— 

Firſt from a worm it took its birth, 
Again a worm it crawls on earth: _ 
So all our glitt'ring belles and beaus, 
Alike from worms at firſt aroſe, 

Alike to worms again ſhall turn, 
There bed the duſt that fills their urn, 
In death than equal ere you die, 

Be ſomething more than butterfly, 


— — = * 


* 
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| ON 
LETTER-WRITING. 


 BLEST be the man ! his memory at leaſt, 


Who found the art thus to unfold his breaſt ; 
And taught ſucceeding times an eaſy way 

'Their ſecret thoughts by letters to convey. 

To baffle abſence, and ſecure delight, 

Which, till that time, was limited to fight. + 
The parting farewell ſpoke, the laſt adieu, 

The leſs'ning diſtance paſt, then loſs of view. 
The friend was gone, which ſome kind moments gave, 
And abſence ſeparated like the grave, 

When for a wife the youthful patriarch ſent, 

The camels, jewels, and the ſteward went, 


And wealthy equipage, tho' grave and flow, | 


But not a line that might the lover ſhew, 

The ring and bracelets woo'd her hands and arms, 
But had ſhe known of melting words, the charms 
That under ſecret ſeals in ambuſh lie, | 


To catch the ſoul, when drawn into the eye, 


- 'The fair Aſſyrian had not took his guide, 


Nor her ſoft heart in chains of pearl been ty'd, 
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ODE TO SPRING. 
BY A LADY. 


— — —- 


| E > 
Ha, genial goddeſs ! bloomy Spring; 
Thy bleſt return, O! let me ſing; 
And aid my languid lays: 
Let me not fink in ſloth ſupine, 
While all creation at thy ſhrine 
Its annual tribute pays. 


II. 
Eſcap'd from Winter's freezing power 
Each bloſſom greets thee, and each flower 
And, foremoſt of the train, 
By Nature (artleſs handmaid) dreſs'd, 
The ſnow-drop comes in lilied veſt, 
Prophetic of thy reign. 
III. 
The lark now ſtrains her tuneful throat, 
While every loud and ſprightly note 
Calls Echo from her cell, 
Beware! ye maids that liſten round: 
A b:auteous nymph became a ſound, 
The nymph who lov'd too well. 


vols .. G 
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The bright-hair'd ſun with warmth benign 


Bids tree, and ſhrub, and ſwelling vine 


Their infant buds diſplay : 
Again the ſtreams refreſh the plains, 
Which Winter bound in icy chains; 
And ſparkling, bleſs his ray. 
I 3 
Life-giving Zephyr breathes around; 


And inſtant glows th' enamell'd ground, 


With nature's varied hues : 


Not ſo returns our youth decay'd : 


Alas ! nor air, nor ſun, nor ſhade 
The fpring of life renews, 
- VI, q \ | 


The ſun's too quick-revolving beam 


Apace diſſolves the human dream, 
And brings th' appointed hour: 
Too late we catch his parting ray, 


And mourn the idly waſted day, 


No longer in our power. 
"VIE 


Then happieſt he, whoſe lengthen'd fight 


Purſues by Virtue's conſtant light 


A hope beyond the ſkies : , 
Where frowning Winter ne'er ſhall come, 
But roſy Spring for ever bloom, 

And ſuns eternal riſe, 
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A DISTICH. 


BY HENLEY, 


PoPE came off clean with Homer ; but they lay 
Broome went before, and kindly /awept the way. 


* i. 


THE SISTERS. 


BY THE LATE JUDGE BURNET. 


—— — — 


"THE mind of bright Sukey's a jewel, 
Well ſet in a delicate frame, 
But Annama pleaſes me too well 


T' examine what cauſes the flame, 


The charms of ſweet Sukey inſpire me, 
Her face, ſhape, and wit I adore ; 
But Annama's ſmiling eyes fire me 
To raptures I ne'er felt before. 


The one every art is ſo well in, 

Each word and each look I approve ; 
The other ſo ſmiles on a ſudden, 

I only know this, that I love. 


* Broome tranſlated for Pope the ſecond, fixth, eighth, eleventh, 
twelfth, ſixteenth, eighteenth, and twenty-third books of the Odyſſey. 
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His meaſure with Sukey Time loſes, 
Hours fly like the minutes away ; 
If Annama her preſence refuſes, 
One minute appears a whole day. 


To mufic when Sukey light bounds, 
My fancy too dances the hays ; 
When Annama's ſpinnet rebounds, 
I feel on my heart- ſtrings ſhe plays. 


One ſiſter my head ſo poſſeſſes, EY 8 
My reaſon with her would take part, 

The other that rebel ſuppreſſes, 
And abſolute reigns in my heart. 


MYRA. 


BY MRS, ROBINSON, 


W HEN Myra bloom'd at gay fifteen, 
Mankind proclaim'd her Beauty's Queen, 
And ev'ry heart ador'd her! 
Now Myra trembles at threeſcore, 
The barb'rous ſex, alas! no more 
A {ſingle glance afford her ! 
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Now ſlander occupies her hours, 
And ſpleen her wither'd form deyours, 
Of envious fate complaining ! 
*Tis thus we ſee a rye decay, 
And all its beauties fade away, 
The thorn alone remaining! 


ON A LADY'S 


PRESENTING A SFRIG OF MYRTLE TO A_GENTLEMAN, 


WHAT fears what terrors does thy gift create ? 
Ambiguous emblem of uncertain fate! 

The myrtle, enſign of ſupreme command 
(Confign'd by Venus to Meliſſa's hand) 

Not leſs capricious than a reigning fair, 

Oft favours, oft rejects the lover's care. 

In myrtle groves oft ſings the happy ſwain, 

In myrtle ſhades deſpairing ghoſts complain; 

The myrtle crowns the happy lovers' heads, 

Th' unhappy lovers? graves the myrtle ſpreads ; 
Oh! then the meaning of thy gift impart, 
And cure the throbbings of an anxious heart; 
Soon muſt this bough, as you ſhall fix his doom, 
Adorn Philander's head, or grace his tomb, 
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HAMLET'S SOLILOQUY IMITATED, 


| BY JAGO, 


'To print, or not to print—that is the queſtion, 

Whether tis better in a trunk to bury 

The quirks and crotchets of outrageous fancy, 

Or ſend a well-wrote copy to the preſs, 

And, by diſcloſing, end them. To print, to doubt 

No more; and by one act to ſay we end - 
The head-ach, and a thouſand natural ſhocks _ 

Of ſcribbling phrenzy— tis a conſummation 

Devoutly to be wiſh'd, To print—to beam 

From the ſame ſhelf with Pope, in calf well bound: 

To ſleep, perchance, with Quarles Ay, there's the rub 

For to what claſs a writer may be doom'd, 

When he hath ſhuMed off ſome paltry ſtuff, 

Muſt give us pauſe. There's the reſpe& that makes 

Th' unwilling poet keep his piece nine years. ; 

For who would bear th' impatient thirſt of fame, 

The pride of conſcious merit, and, bove all, 

The tedious importunity of friends, 

When as himſelf might his quietus make 

With a bare inkhorn ? Who would fardels bear, 

To groan and ſweat under a load of wit, 

But that the tread of ſteep Parnaſſus' hill 

(That undiſcover'd country, with whoſe bays 

Few travellers return) puzzles the will, 
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And makes us rather bear to live unknown, 
Than run the hazard to be known and damn'd ? 
Thus critics do make cowards of us all; 

And thus the healthful face of many a poem 

Is ſicklied o'er with a pale manuſcript ; 

And enterprizes of great fire and ſpirit 

With this regard from Dodſley turn away, 

And loſe the name of Authors. 


THE 
 BREWER'S COACHMAN. 


BY TAYLOR, 


HoNEsT William, an eaſy and good-natue'd fellow, 
Would a little too oft-get a little too mellow. 

Body coachman was he to an eminent brewer— 

No better e er fat on a box, to be ſure. 

His coach was kept clean, and no mothers or nurſes | 
Took that care of their babes that he took of his horſes, 
He had theſe—ay, and fifty good qualities more ; 

But the buſineſs of tippling could ne er be got oer; 

So his maſter effeRually mended the matter, 

By hiring a man who drank nothing but water. 

« Now, William,” ſays he, « you ſee the plain caſe: 

« Had you drank as he does, you'd keep a good place.“ 
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« Drink water!“ quoth William“ had all men done ſo, 

« You'd never have wanted a coachman I trow. 

« 'They're ſoakers, like me, whom you load with 
cc reproaches, 

4 That enable you brewers to ride in your coaches.” 


—— — — 


A 
DESCRIPTION OF THE MORNING. 


- 


Now hardly here and there a hackney coach 
Appearing, ſhew'd the ruddy morn's approach. 
Now Betty from her maſter's bed had flown, 
- And ſoftly ſtole to diſcompoſe her own ; 
The ſlipſnod *prentice from his maſter's door 
Had par'd the dirt, and ſprinkled round the floor, 
Now Moll had whirl'd her mop with dextrous airs, 
Prepar'd to ſcrub the entry and the ſtairs. | 
The youth with broomy ſtumps began to trace 
The kennel s edge, where wheels had worn the place. 
The ſmallcoal-man was heard with cadence deep, 
Till drown'd in fhriller notes of chimney-ſ{weep : 
Duns at his Lordſhip's gate began to meet: 

And brick-duſt Moll had ſcream'd thro? half the ſtreet : 
The turnkey now his flock returning ſees, 
Duly let out a nights to ſteal for fees. 
Ihe watchful bailiffs take their filent ſtands, 
And ſchool-boys lag with ſatchels in their hands, 
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EPIGRAMS. 


AN opera, like a pill'ry, may be ſaid, 
Jo nail our ears down, but expoſe our head. 


BY DR- YOUNG, 


As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 
So wit is by politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet; 

Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen, 
Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen. 


_ — — — — — — eo 


LUCIA thinks happineſs confiſts in ſtate ; 
She weds an ideot, but ſhe eats in plate. 


= ——— 


JACK, eating rotten cheeſe, did ſay, 

« Like Samſon, I my thouſands ſlay :” 
« I vow,” quoth Roger, „ ſo you do, 
« And with the ſelf-ſame weapon too.“ 


— .= = 
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EPIGRAMS. 


AS Sherlock at Temple was taking a boat, 

The waterman aſk d him which way he would float; 

« Which way!“ ſaid the doctor; © why, fool, with the 
„ ſtream. 

« To Paul's, or to Lambeth—'twas all one to him.“ 


— 


— 


ON A PRELATE'S 


GOING OUT OF CHURCH IN TIME OF DIVINE SERVICE, TO 
WAIT UPON THE LORD LIEUTENANT OF IRELAND» 


LorD Pam in the church ( could you _ it?) 
kneel'd down: 

When, told that the Duke was * come to town, 

His ſtation deſpiſing, unaw'd by the place, 

He flies from his God to attend on his Grace: 

To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, 


Since God had no ſhare in his lordſhip's promotion. 


"THE latin word for cold, one aſk'd a friend; 
« It is,” ſaid he—* tis at my finger's end. 
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EPIGRAMS. 


A. WELCHMAN and an Engliſhman diſputed, 
Which of their lands maintain'd the greateſt ſtate ; 
The Engliſhman the Welchman quite confuted, | 
The Welchman yet would not his vaunts abate : 
Ten cooks,” quoth he, © in Wales, one wedding ſees.” 
ec Ay,” quoth the other, « each man toaſts his cheeſe,” 


THE WORLD. 


THE world's a book, writ by th' eternal art 
Of the great Author ; printed in man's heart : 
"Tis falſely printed, tho' divinely penn'd ; 
And all th'errata will appear at th end. 


oN 
THE BATTLE OF THE BOOKS. 


SWIFT for the ancients has argued ſo well, 
"Tis apparent from thence that the moderns excel. 


| 
| 
| 
[ | 
| 
| 
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EPIGRAMS. 


THvs with kind words Sir Edward cheer'd his friend: 
* Dear Dick! thou on my friendſhip may'ſt __; 

c T know thy fortune is but very ſcant ; 

« But, be aſſur'd, I'll ne'er ſee Dick in want.“ 

Dick's ſoon confin'd—his friend, no doubt, would free 
His word he kept—in want he ne'er would /e him. 


FROM THE LATIN. 


i 
| 


UNHAPPy, Dido, was thy fate, 

In firſt and ſecond” wedded Rate ! 

One huſband caus'd thy flight by dying, 
Thy death the other caus'd by flying. 


{ 


— = 


THE HUMOURIST, 


IMITATED FROM MARTIAL. 


In at thy humours, whether grave or mellow, 
Thou'rt ſuch a touchy, teſty, pleaſant fellow, 

Haſt ſo much wit, and mirth, and ſpleen, about thee, 
There is no living with thee, nor without thee, 


POETICAL FARRAGO, 


EPIGRAMS. 


WIXN men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 
They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 


ON | 
THE FUNERAL OF VULTURE HOPKINS, 


WHAT num'rous lights this wretch's corpſe attend, 
Who, in his life-time, ſay'd a candle's end. 


ON THE OFFERING 


MADE BY KING JAMES 1. AT A GRAVE COMEDY, CALLED 
THE MARRIAGE OF ARTS, 


AT chriſt-Church Meals play'd before the king, 
Leſt theſe learn'd mates ſhould want an offering, 
The king himſelf did offer—what, I pray? 


He offer'd, twice or thrice, to go away, 
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EPIGRAMS. 


FRIEND, in your epitaphs I'm ru 'd, 
So very much is ſaid: 

One half will never be believed, 
The other never read. 


A 
COUNTRY PARSON'S ANSWER 


10 A YOUNG LADY WHO SENT HIM HER COMPLIMENTS 
ON A TEN OF HEARTS, 


Your compliments, dear lady. pray forbear 'Þ 
Old Engliſh ſervices are more fincere. 

You ſend ten hearts; the tythe is only mine: 
Give me but one, and burn the other nine. 


BRITISH ECONOMY. 


IN merry old England it once was a rule, 

The king had his poet, and alſo his fool : 

But now we're ſo frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
Poor Cibber muſt ſerye both for fool and for poet, 
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EPIGRAMS. 


So much, my Pope, thy Engliſh Iliad charms, 
As pity melts us, or as paſſion warms, 

That after ages ſhall with wonder ſeek 

Who *twas tranſlated Homer into Greek. 


FOUND STUCK ON THE STATUE OF THE MOOR WHICH 
SUPPORTS THE SUN-DIAL IN CLEMENTS-INN. 


IN vain, poor ſable ſon of woe, 
Thou ſeek'ſt the tender tear; 

From thee, in vain, with pangs they flow, 
For mercy dwells not here. | 


From cannibals thou fled'ſt in vain ; 
Lawyers leſs quarter give; . 
The firſt won't eat you till you're ſlain, 
The laſt will do't alive, 
BY HACKETT. 


W HEN Jack was poor, the lad was frank and free ; 
Of late he's grown brimful of pride and pelf; 

You wonder that he don't remembet me; 
Why ſo? You ſee he has forgot himſelf, 
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ON Grace, Free-will, and Moyſt'ries high, 
Iwo wits harangu'd the table; 
B——ly believes he knows not why, 
N——ſf ſwears tis all a fable. 
Peace, ideote, peace! and both agree; 
N , kiſs thy empty brother; 
Religion laughs at foes like the, 
But dreads a friend like t' other. N 


BY PRIOR, 
— 


To John I ow'd great obligation; 
But John unhappily thought fit 

To publiſh it to all the nation. 
Sure John and I are more than quit. 


G TI PPP UU 


GOOD MUSIC, AND BAD DANCERS. 


* 


How in the motion with the muſic ſuits, 
So Orpheus play'd, and like them danc'd the brutes. 
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ro 
LA DV ISABELLA THYNNE, _ 


CUTTING TREES IN PAPER, 


— 
BY WALLERs 


————_ ' 


Fair hand, that can on virgin paper write, 
Yet from the ſtain of ink preſerve it white 
Whoſe travel o'er that filver field does ſhew 
Like tracts of leverets in morning ſnow : 
Love's image thus in pureſt minds is wronght, 
Without a ſpot or blemiſh to the thought. 


= - x; -—-- 


Strange, that your fingers ſhould the pencil foil, 


Without the help of colours or of oil! 

For tho? a painter boughs and leaves can make, 
*'Tis yours alone to make them bend and ſhake ; 
Whoſe breath ſalutes your new-created grove, 
Like ſouthern winds, and makes it gently move. 
Orpheus could make the foreſt dance ; but you 
Can make the motion and the foreft too. | 
A poet, when he would deſcribe his mind, 
Is, as in language, ſo in fame, confin'd : 

Vour works are read wherever there are men: 
So far the ſciſſars goes beyond the pen. 


| VOL, Il, | H 
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ON SOME SNOW 
WHICH MELTED IN A LADY'S BREAST, / 


— — 


TRE envious ſow comes down in haſte 
To prove thy breaſt leſs fair; 
But grieves to ſee itſelf ſurpaſt, 
And melts into a tear. 


| THE 
FRENCH POET. 


—— — — 
a U 


WIEN old Elijah, as the ſcriptures ſay, + 
Triumphant mounted to the realm of day, 
His ſpirit doubled, and his cloak beſide, 

He gave Eliſha, by long ſervice tried. 
Triſtan from hence would fain example take 
For honeſt Quinault, his diſciple's ſake : 

But this, alas! injurious fate denied, | 

For Triſtan poorer than a prophet died. 

To Quinault thus the bard expiring ſpoke : 

« My wit I leave thee—but I have no cloak,” 


* 
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BY WALLER, 


'THYRSIS, a youth of the inſpir'd train 
Fair Sachariſſa lov'd, but lov'd in vain : 

Like Phœbus ſung the no leſs am'rous boy; 
Like Daphne ſhe, as lovely and as coy. 

With numbers he the flying-nymph purſues, 
With numbers ſuch as Phœbus' ſelf might uſe ; 
All but the nymph who ſhould redreſs his wrong, 
Attend his paſſion, and approve his ſong : 

Like Phœbus thus acquiring unſought praiſe, 
He catch'd at love, and fill'd his arms with bays. 


BY PRIOR. 


ON his death-bed poor Simon lies, 
His ſpouſe 1s in deſpair ; 
With frequent ſobs and mutual cries 
'They both expreſs their care, 
« A diff rent cauſe,” ſays Parſon Sly, 
« The ſame effect may give; | 
« Poor Simon fears that he ſhail die, 
« His wite—that he may live.“ 
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LINES 
WRITTEN ON THE BED-CHAMBER DOOR OF CHARLES It. 


—— —— — — 


BY ROCHESTER. 


HERE lies our ſov'reign lord the king, 
Whoſe word no man relies on; 

He never ſays a fooliſh thing, 

Nor ever does a wiſe one, 


BY WALLER. 


WERE men fo dull they could not ſee 

That Lyce painted ; ſhould they flee 

Like ſimple birds into a net, 

So groſsly woven and ill- ſet; 

Her own teeth would undo the knot, 

And let all go that ſhe had got. 

Theſe teeth my Lyce muſt not ſhew, 

Tf ſhe would bite : her lovers, though 

Like birds they ſtoop at ſeeming grapes, 

Are diſabus'd when firſt ſhe gapes : 
The rotten bones diſcover'd there, 

Shew *tis a painted ſepulchre. 


| | POETICAL FARRAGO. or 
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LINES 


WRITTEN IN A WINDOW OF THE TOWER, OVER THE 
NAME OF R. WALPOLE, CONFINED IN THE 
SAME ROOM, ANNO DOM. 1712. 


BY LANSDOWNE, 


Goop unexpected, evil unforeſeen, 
Appears by turns, as Fortune ſhifts the ſcene : 
Some rais'd aloft come tumbling down amain ; 


And fall fo hard, they bound and riſe again. 


THE MANCHESTER MILLERS, 


NAMED BONE AND $KINg 


BY BYROM., 


Boxtx and Skin, two millers thin, 
Would ftarve us all, or near it : 

But be it known to Skin and Bone 
That fleſh and blood can't bear it. 
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SUICIDE. 


BY DR. SEWEL, 


WIN all the blandiſhments of life are gone, 
The coward ſneaks to death, the brave live on. 


K — 8 


BY BANKS. | i 


Y OUNG Courtly takes me for a dunce; 

For all night long I ſpoke not once : 

On better grounds I think him ſuch t 
Hie ſpoke but once, yet once too much. 


BY LORD HERVEY. 


POSSESS'D of one great hall for ſtate, 
Without one room to ſleep or eat : 

How well you build, let flatt'ry tell, 
And all mankind how ill you dweii, 
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L_DMDMxCcCCI____C CTÞOERI—TL—nCIIRqIIIqIRRE_ 


THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN 
THE ANCIENTS AND MODERNS, 


SOME for the ancients zealouſly declare, 
Others our modern wits are fools, aver : 

A third affirms, that they are much the ſame, 
And differ only as to time and name: 

Yet ſure one more diſtinction may be told, 
Thoſe once were new, but theſe will ne'er be old. 


TO MR. POPE, 


ON HIS EPITAPH ON MR. GAY. 


BT LORD ORRERY, 
— ovcccucce 


ENTOMP'D with kings tho! Gay's cold aſhes lie, 
A nobler monument thy ſtrains ſupply. 

Thy matchleſs muſe, ſtill faithful to thy friend, 

By courts unaw'd, his virtues dares commend, © ' 
Lamented Gay! forget thy treatment paſt, 

Look down, and ſee thy merit crown'd at laſt, 

A deſtiny more glorious who can hope? 

In life beloy'd, in death bemoan'd by Pope, 


eee 
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ON 
THE QUEEN'S GROTTO AT RICHMOND. 


LEWIS the living genius fed, 
And rais'd the ſcientific head; 
Our Queen, more frugal of her meat, 
Raiſes thoſe heads which cannot eat. 


— 


BY A PORTER, ON THE GIN ACT. 


TO A GREAT MAN. 


WIUV will you make us coolly think? 
If you would govern, we muſt drink. 


{ 


—— * DE_—="@YTE—_—————z 


TO ZOILUS, 


BY JOSIAH RELPR. 


— —— — 


Wrru induſtry I ſpread your praiſe, 
With equal you my cenſure blaze; 
But, faith ! *tis all in vain we do, 
The world nor credits me nor you. 
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SCOTLAND. 
BY CLEVELAND. 


o 


Hab Cain been a Scot, God would have alter'd his 
doom ; 
Not forc'd him to wander, but confin'd him at home, 


BY PRIOR, 


| Trvs to the muſes ſpoke the Cyprian dame: 
« Adorn my altars, and revere my name; 
« My ſon ſhall elſe aſſume his potent darts, 
« 'Twang goes the bow ! my girls, have at your hearts!” 
The muſes anſwer d“ Venus, we deride 
« The vagrant's malice, and his mother's pride. 
« Send him to nymphs who ſleep in Ida's ſhade, 
« To the looſe dance, and wanton maſquerade : 
« Our thoughts are ſettled, and intent our look 
« On the inſtructive verſe and moral book ; 
« On female idleneſs his pow'r relies, 
« But when he finds us ſtudying hard he flies. 
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BY AARON HILL. 


"'TENDER- handed ſtroke a nettle, 
And it ſtings you for your pains ; 
Graſp it like a man of mettle, 

And it ſoft as filk remains, 

"Tis the ſame with common natures : 

Uſe 'em kindly, they rebel; 

But, be rough as nutmeg-graters, 

And the rogues obey you well. 


ON | 
THE DEATH OF A LADY'S CAT. 
BY HARRISON, ? 


AND is Miſs Tabby from the world retir'd ? 
And are her lives, all her nine lives expir'd ? 
What ſounds ſo moving, as her own, can tell 
How Tabby died, how full of play ſhe fell? 
Begin, ye tuneful nine, a mournful ſtrife, - 
And ev'ry muſe ſhall celebrate a life, 


- 


S oo 
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ON MICHAEL ANGELO'S 


FAMOUS PIECE OF THE CRUCIFIXION, WHO STABB'D A 
PERSON THAT HE MIGHT DO IT MORE NATURALLY, 


BY DR. YOUNG, 


WuursT his Redeemer on the canvas dies, 
Stabb'd at his feet his brother welt'ring lies : 

The daring artiſt, cruelly ſerene, | 
Views the pale cheek, and the diſtorted mien ; 

He drains off life by drops ; and, deaf to cries, 
Examines ev'ry ſpirit as it flies ; 

He ſtudies torment, dives in mortal woe, 

To rouſe up ev'ry pang repeats the blow; 

Each riſing agony, each dreadful grace, 

Yet warm tranſplanting to his Saviour's face. 

O glorious theft ! O nobly wicked draught ! 

With its full charge of death each feature fraught ! 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boaſt, 


From his own {kill he ſtarts in horror loſt, 


JEALOUSY. 


To been wich him: ie nad in id 
Who ſtill is ſeeking what he would not find ? 


——— —— — 


Great Villers' fate ſage Cutler could foreſee ; 
And well, he thought, advis'd him“ Live like me.“ 
As well his Grace replied—< Like you, Sir John! 

« That I can do when all J have is gone.“ 


| THE 5 Or” 
GIANT ANGLING: 


His angle-rod made of a ſturdy oak, 

His line a cable, which in ſtorms ne'er broke; 
His hook he baited with a dragon's tail, 
And fat upon a rock, and bobb'd for whale. | 


| BY 
5 LEONARD WELSTEAD. 


I OWE, ſays Thomas, much to Peter's care; 
Once only ſeen, he choſe me for his heir; 

True, Thomas; hence your fortunes take their riſe : 
His heir you were not, had he ſeen you twice. 
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Cn ES 


BY AARON HILL. 


How is the world deceiv'd by noiſe and how! 
Alas! how diff rent, to pretend and know! 
Like a poor highway brook, pretence runs loud : 
Buſtling, but ſhallow, dirty, weak, and proud. 

While like ſome nobler ſtream true knowledge glides, 
Silently ſtrong, and its deep bottom hides. 


To 
THE REVEREND MR. MURDOCH, 


RECTOR OF STRADISHALL, SUFFOLK, 


—— — — — 


a THOMSON 
BY „ 
1 


"THUS ſafely low, my friend, thou canft not fall; 
Here reigns a deep tranquillity o'er all; 

No noiſe, no care, no vanity, no ftrife ; 

Men, woods, and fields, all breathe untroubled life : 
Then keep each paſſion down, however dear; 
Truſt me, the tender are the moſt ſevere. 

Guard, while 'tis thine, thy philoſophic eaſe, 

And aſk no joy but that of virtuous peace 

That bids defiance to the ſtorms of fate: 

High bliſs is only for a higher tate, 
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BY DR. KENRICK. 


TE great, good man, whom Fortune will diſplace, 


May into ſcarceneſs fall, but not diſgrace. 

His ſacred perſon none will dare profane; 

He may be poor, but never can be mean. 

He holds his value with the wiſe and good, 
And proſtrate ſeems as great as when he ſtood. 
So ruin'd temples holy awe diſpenſe, 5 


They loſe their height, but keep their reverence; 


The pious crowd the piles tho” fallen deplore, 
And what they fail to raiſe they ſtill adore. 


— 


e 
SIR SAMUEL GART H. 


Can you count the flyer lights 


That deck the ſkies, and cheer the nights; 


Or the leaves that ſtrew the vales, 
When groves are ſtript by winter gales: 
Or the drops that in the morn 
Hang with tranſparent pearl the thorn; 
Or bridegroom's joys, or miſer's cares, 
Or gameſter's oaths, or hermit's prayers; 
Or envy's pangs, or love's alarms, 


Or Marlbro's acts, or Molly's charms.? 


5 
\ 
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| THE 
ROYAL KNOTTER. 


BY SIR CHARLES SEDLEY., 


An, happy people ! ye muſt thrive, 
While thus the royal pair does ſtrive 
Both to advance your glory ; 
While he by's valour conquers France, 
She manufaRures does advance, 
And makes thread-fringes for ye. 


Bleſt we ! who from ſuch queens are freed, 

Who, by vain ſuperſtition led, 8 
Are always telling beads: 

But here's a queen now, thanks to God, 

Who, when ſhe rides in coach abroad, 


Is always knotting threads. 


Then haſte, victorious Naſſau, haſte; 
And when thy ſummer ſhow is paſt, 
Let all thy trumpets ſound: 
The fringe which this campaign has wrought, 
Though 't coſt the nation ſcarce a groat, 
Thy conqueſts will ſurround, 
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| THE 


His chimney ſmokes ! it is ſome omen dire! 
His neighbours are alarm'd ; and cry out, Fire ! 


DEAN SWIFT'S CURATE. *© 


— 


T MARCH'D three miles thro' ſcorching ſand, 
With zeal in heart, and notes in hand; 

I rode four more to great St. Mary; 
Uſing four legs when two were weary, 

To three fair virgins I did tie men, | 
In the cloſe bands of pleaſing Hymenz 
I dipt two babes in holy water, 

And purified their mothers after. 

Within an hour and eke an half, 

I preach'd three congregations deaf, 
While thund”ring out with lungs long-winded, 

I chopt ſo faſt, that few there minded, 

My emblem, the laborious ſun, 

Saw all theſe mighty labours done, | 
Before one race of his was run, 

All this perform'd by Robert Hewit ; 

What mortal elſe could e er go through it? 
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— Dy Wee <p> a 
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WHAT'S HONOUR ? 


Nor to be captious, not unjuſtly fight ; 
"Tis to confeſs what's wrong, and do what's right. 


THE 
DOCTOR AND THE PATIENT. 


SLEPT you well ? « Very well.” My draught did 
good, | 
« It did no harm: for yonder it hath ſtood.“ 


THE 
POWER OF TIME, 
BY SWIFT, 
Ir neither braſs nor marble can withſtand 
The mortal force of Time's deſtructive hand: 

If mountains ſink to vales, if cities die, 

And leſs' ning rivers mourn their fountains dry— 
« When my old caffock,” ſaid a Welch divine, 
« Is out at elbows, why ſhould I repine * 


vol, 11. 1 
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N 
ON A FAN 


WHICH BORE THE STORY OF CEPHALUS AND —_— 
WITH THIS MOTTO, © AURA VENI,” 


POPE, 


COME, gentle air, th' Zolian ſhepherd ſaid, 
While Procris panted in the ſecret ſhade ; 

Come, gentle air, the fairer Delia cries, 

While at her feet her ſwain expiring lies : 

Lo ! the glad gales o'er all her beauties ſtray, A 
Breathe on her lips, and in her boſom play ; 

In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found, | 
Nor could that fabled dart more ſurely wound; 
Both gifts deſtructive to the givers prove, 

Alike both lovers fall by thoſe they love: 

Yet guiltleſs too this bright deſtroyer lives, 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound ſhe gives: 
She views the ſtory with attentive eyes, 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 


_ Y 


== : — —-. 
THE DUKE OF CHS. 


BY SWIFT, 


— — 


JaMEs B was the Dean' 's familiar friend; 


James grows a Duke: their friendſhip here muſt end. 
Surely the Dean deſerves a ſore rebuke, 


From knowing James, to ſay he knows a duke. 
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BY | 
LORD LANSDOWNE. 


BELIEVE me, Chloe, thoſe perfumes, that coſt 
Such ſums to ſweeten thee, is treaſure loſt ; 
Not all Arabia would ſufficient be ; 
Thou ſmell'ſt not of thy ſweets, they ſtink of thee. 


J 


TO MR. POPE, 


ON HIS DUNCIADs. 


"THE raven, rock, and pert jackdaw, 
Tho? neither birds of moral kind, 

Yet ſerve, if hang'd, or ſtuff d with ſtraw, 
To ſhew us which way blows the wind. 

Thus dirty knaves, or chatt' ring fools, 

Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 
Teach more by half than Dennis' rules, 

And point inſtruction ev'ry way. a 

With Egypt's art thy pen may ſtrives 
One potent drop let this but ſhed, 

And ev'ry rogue that ſtunk alive 
Becomes a precious mummy dead, 
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BY DEAN SWIFT. 


Dx ax, giddy, helpleſs, left alone, 
To all my friends a burthen grown : 
No more I hear my church's bell 
Than if it rang out for my knell: 
At thunder now no more I ftart 
Than at the rumbling of a cart: 
Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 


— 


I hardly hear a woman's clackx. Y 


' ON A BEE 
rz IN HONEY. 


nd 7 


8 From flow'r to flow'r, with eager pose 
See the bleſt buſy lab er ; | 
When all that from her toil ſhe gains, 
1 in the ſweets ſhe hoards to die. 
Tis thus, would man the truth believe, 
With life's ſoft ſweets, each fav'rite joy : 
If we taſte wiſely they relieve, 
But, if we plunge too deep, deſtroy. 


1 
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on 
MR. POPE'S DEATH. 


ARISE, ye glimmering ſtars of wit! 
For, lo! the Sun of Verſe is ſet. ; 


BY JOSTAH RELPH, 
No, Varus hates a thing that's baſe ; : 
I own indeed he's got a knack 
Of flatt'ring people to their face, 
But ſcorns to'do't behind their back. 


BY DR. SWIFT. 


AS Thomas was cudgell'd one day by his wife, 

He took to his heels, and he ran for his life. 
Tom's three deareſt friends came by in the ſquabble, 
And ſcreen'd him at once from the ſhrew and the rabble; 
Then ventur'd to give him ſome wholeſome advice; 
But Tom is a fellow of honour fo nice, 

Too proud to take counſel, too wiſe to take warning, 

| That he ſent to all three a challenge next me. 

He fought with all three; thrice ventur'd his life; 
Then went home, and was cudgell'd again by his . 
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COMMONS” PETITION 


To KING CHARLES THE SECOND. 


BY ROCHESTER, 


IN an humility we crave 

Our ſovereign may be our ſlave ; 

And humbly beg that he may be A 
Betray'd by us moſt loyally. 5 
And if he pleaſe once to lay down 

His ſceptre, dignity, and crown, 

We'll make him, for the time to come, 

The greateſt prince in Chriſtendom, 


THE KING'S ANSWER, 


CHARLES, at this time having no need, 
Thanks you as much as if he did. 


ON 
THE STATUE OF NIOBE. 
FROM THE GREEK, | 


To ſtone the Gods have chang'd her—but in vain : 
The ſculptor's art has made her breathe again, 
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A YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 


NaTURE has done her part: do thou but thine; 
Learning and ſenſe let decency refine. 

For vaia applauſe tranſgreſs not virtue's rules : 

A witty ſinner is the worſt of ſools. 


| ON 
PLUTARCH'S STATUE. 


FROM THE GREEK. 


BY DRYDENe 


Ns 


2 
N 


Wiss, honeft Plutarch! to thy deatllleſs praiſe 
The ſons of Rome this grateful ſtatue raiſe : 

For why ? both Greece and Rome thy fame have ſhar'd, 
Their heroes written, and their lives compar'd. 

But thou thyſelf couldft never write thy own; 


Their lives had parallels—but thine has none, 
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THE LORD CHANCELLOR KING; 


Arup TO HIS MOTTO, “ LABOR IPSE VOLUPTAS," 


TIIs not the ſplendor of the place, 
The gilded coach, the purſe, the mace, 
And all the pompous train of ftate, 
With crowds which at the levee wait, 
That make you happy, make you great: 
But when mankind you ftrive to bleſs, OT 
With all the talents you poſleſs ; 

When all the joys you can receive 
Flow from the benefits you give: a 
This takes the heart, this conquers ſpite, 
And makes the heavy burden light: 
True pleaſure, rightly underſtood, 

Is only labour to do good. 


LINE S 


WRITTEN IN A LADY'S MILTON, 


BY PRIORs 


Wr virtue ſtrong as yours had Eve been arm'd, 
In vain the fruit had bluſh'd, or ſerpent charm'd : 
Nor had our bliſs by penitence been bought 

Nor had frail Adam tell—nor Milton wrote. 
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FROM THE GREEK; 


BY PRIOR, 


+ * 
» g * © $a> v 


DzMocRITUs, dear droll! reviſit earth, 
And with our follies glut thy heighten'd mirth: 


Sad Heraclitus, ſerious wretch ! return, 


N . - « 
. 1 * A 

” 
. * * 


In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 
Between you both, I unconcern'd ſtand by; 
Hurt, can I laugh? and honeſt, need I cry? 


CHARACTER OF AN OLD RARE. 


SCORN'D by the wiſe, deteſted by the good, 
Nor underſtanding aught, nor underſtood ; 
Profane, obſcene, loud, frivolous, and pert ; 
Proud without ſpirit, vain without deſert ; 
AﬀeRing paſſions vice has long ſubdued ; 
Defperately gay, and im potently lewd; 

And, as thy weak companions round thee ſit, 
For eminence in folly deem'd a wit, 
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VERSES 


WRITTEN UNDER A STATUE OF . PAINTING, IN THE 
POSSESSION OF ROBERT HANLEY, E8Q, 


BLEST art, whoſe magic to the parent's eye 
The fading ſcenes of memory can ſupply ; 
The lover oft, by thy bold hand pourtray'd, 
Views the ſoft ſemblance of his abſent maid ; 
Oft checks the tender throb, the ſtruggling ſigh, 
And wipes the tear from ſad affliction's eye; 
Through thee her glance and dimpled cheek beguile, 
Return his longing look, and ſeem to ſmile 
Through thee he lulls his wayward thoughts to reſt, 
And calms the riſing tumult of his breaſt, - 


TO CUPID. 


BY LORD LYTTELTON, 


To him whoſe genial wings outſpread 
O'er chaos, wild abyſs, 

From blind confuſion order bred, 
And bade the hubbub ceaſe : 

To him who from th' Eternal {prung, 
Coeval with his fire, 

To him on whoſe harmonious tongue 

Dwells more than human fire : 
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To him whoſe mild, whoſe puiſſant py 
The varied world obeys, 

To Love I raiſe the votive lay, 
To Love I give the bays, 


VERSES 


ADDRESSED TO THE REV, DR. LANGHORNE, WITH A PRE» 
SENT OF A GOLD=HEADED CANE, ON WHICH WAS 
THE FOLLOWING MOTTO, ©* 1 $SECUNDO OMINE.”” 


BT MR. PORTAL; 


Go, flender token of my great regard, 

Nor doubt acceptance from the gentle bard; 
With happy omens on his ſteps attend, 

And bear him all the wiſhes of his friend: 

Go, and when kindly honour'd by his hand, 
Be thine the virtues of the magic wand; | 
Eager to ſerve, the young deſire ſupply, 

And catch th' idea kindling in his eye. 

Oft as he lightly lifts thee from the ground, 
Let pleaſures, wealth, and honours riſe around, 
Let love, let friendſhip grace the bliſsful ſcene, 
Nor danger, care, nor ſorrow intervene. 

This be thy taſk for him, — for me remains 

A buſineſs worthy of thy nobleſt pains, 


/ 


1 
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Whene'er his friendly touch ſhall greet thy head, 
Through all his veins thy potent influence ſhed ; 
With fancy's pencil tinge each vital part, 

And form the donor's image on his heart. 


LINES 


on THE BURNING OF | LORD MANSFIELD'S LIBRARY, 
TOGETHER WITH HIS. M. s. s. BY THE MOB, 


IN THE MONTH OF JUNE, 1780. 


BY WILLIAM COWPER, ESQ. OP THE INNER TEMPLE, 


So then—the vandals of our iſle, 
Sworn foes to ſenſe and law, 

Hare burnt to duſt a nobler pile 
Than ever Roman ſaw, 


And Murray fighs o'er Pope and Swift, 
And many a treaſure more, 
The well-judg'd purchaſe, and the gift, 
That * his letter'd ſtore. 


Their pages nl burnt, and torn, 
'The loſs was his alone, 

But ages yet to come ſhall mourn 
The burning of his own, 
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4 
ON FRIENDSHIP. 


BY DR, JOUNSONs 


——_——_ _—_ 


FRIENDSHIP ! peculiar boon of heav'n, 
The noble mind's delight and pride, 
To men and angels only giv'n, 
To all the lower world deny'd ; 


While love, a ſtranger to the bleſt, 
Parent of thouſand wild deſires, 

The human and the ſavage breaſt 
Inflames alike with raging fires, 


With bright, but oft deſtructive gleam, 
Alike o'er all his lightnings fly ; 

Thy lambent glories only beam 
Around the fav'rites of the ſky, 


Directreſs of the brave and juſt, : 
O guide me through life's darkſome way, 
And let the tortures of miſtruſt 
On ſelfiſh boſoms only prey. 


Thy gentle flows of guiltleſs joys 

On fools and villains ne'er deſcend ;- 
In vain for thee the monarch ſighs, 

And hugs a flatterer for a friend, 
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When virtues kindred virtues meet, 
And ſiſter ſouls together join, 

Thy pleaſures, permanent as great, 
Are all tranſporting, all divine. 


Oh, muſt their ardours ceaſe to glow 
When ſouls to bliſsful climes remove ! 


What rais'd our virtues here below, 
Shall aid our happineſs above. 


INSCRIPTION 


FOR WARWICK CASTLE. 


' 


BY MR. GARRICK. 


WHEN Neville, the ſtout Earl of Warwick, liv'd 
here, | 
Three oxen for breakfaſt were lain ; 
And ftrangers were welcome ta feaſt and good cheer, 
Nay, invited again and again, 


But his nerves are fo weak, and his ſpirits ſo low, 
I his Earl with no oxen will feed em; 
And all of the former ſine doings we know, 
Is——he gives us a book, and we read 'em. 
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LINES 
ON HEARING A PERSON DECLAIM AGAINST ADMITTING- 
WOMEN TO GOVERN. 


— — 


BY FLORIFER, 


You ſay a female ſhould not, cannot ſway, 
Becauſe (you urge) her reaſon's weak; 

Becauſe ſhe's led by whim or love away, 
But know—the bees againſt you ſpeak, 


| AN 
EPISTLE FROM DR. GARTH TO MR. GAY. 


ANACREONTIC. 


WW HEN Fame did o'er the ſpacious plaing 
'The lays ſhe once had learn'd, repeat : 
And liſten'd to the tuneful ſtrains, 
And wonder'd who could fing ſo ſweet : 
*Twas thus. The Graces held the lyre, 
Th' harmonious frame the Muſes ſtrung, 
The Loves and Smiles compos'd the choir ; 
And Gay tranſcrib'd what Phœbus ſung, 
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AN EPISTLE 


| FROM MR. "GAY TO THE LEARNED AND INGENIOUS DR, 
COWARD, AUTHOR OF © LICENTIA POETICA DISCUSSED, 
© OR THE TRUE TEST, OF POETRY, 17g.“ 


Is, that laborious art can ne'er aſpire, 
Nor conſtant ſtudies the bright bays acquire ; 
And that high flights the unborn bard receives, _ 
And only nature the due laurel gives : | 
But you, with innate ſhining flames endow'd, 
To wide Caſtalian ſprings point out the God; 
Through your perſpective we can plainly ſee 
The new diſcover'd road of poetry; 
To ſteep Parnaſſus you direct the way, 
So ſmooth, that venturous travellers cannot ſtray; 
But, with unerring ſteps, rough ways diſdain, 
And, by you led, the beauteous ſummit gain, 
Where poliſh'd lays ſhall raiſe their growing fames, 
And with their tuneful guide enrol their honour'd 


names. 


TRE vulgar notion of poetic fire ? 
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GRACE. 
BY Mx. GARRICE. 


VE beaux eſprits, ſay, what is Grace? 
Dwells it in motion, ſhape, or face? 
Or is it all the three combin d, 

Guided and ſoften'd by the mind? 
Where it is not all eyes may ſee; 

But where it is all hearts agree: 

Tis there, when, eaſy in its ſtate, 

The mind is elegantly great; 

Where looks give ſpeech to every feature, 
The ſweeteſt eloquence of nature; 

A harmony of thought and motion, 

To which at once we pay devotion. 
But where to find this nonpareil! 
Where does this female wonder dwell, 
Who can at will our hearts command ? 
Behold in public—CumBERLAnD ! 


BY PRIOR. 


FoR what to-morrow ſhall diſcloſe 
May ſpoil what you to-night propoſe: 
England may change; or Chloe ſtray: 
Love and life are for to-day, 
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QUID SIT FUTURUM CRAS FUGE QU#RERE. 
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EPIGRAM. 


BY MR. GEORGE FARQUHAR. - 


NATURE'S chief gifts unequally are carv'd ; 
She ſurfeits ſome, while many more are ſtarv'd; 
Her bread, her wine, her gold, and what before - 
Was common good, is now made private ſtore, 
Nothing that's good we have among us common, 
But all poſſeſs that common ill a woman. 


EPIGRAM 


ON THE RIDING HOUSE 41 DUBLIN, TURNED 


INTO A CHAPEL, 


1 . | 
4 0 > ——4—ä— P . 7 
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BY THE SAME. 


A CHAPEL of the Riding-houſe is made: 
Thus Chriſt we once more ſee in manger laid; 

Where we ſtill find the jockey trade fupply'd, 
The laymen bridled, and the clergy ride. 


* 
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LINES 
WRITTEN ON THE BACK OF A YOUNG LADY's FAN, WHOSE 
DEVICE WAS A MONKEY WEIGHING IN A AIR or 
SCALES A BEAU AGAINST A FEATHER, THE LATTER 
OF WHICH SEEM'D ro PREPONDERATE, < 


G& 


BY JOHN FREE, b. p. 


STILL to her gen'rous mind may fops appear 
Light as a feather, empty as the air! 

And as her lovely hands thy leaves diſplay, 
Good fan, for ever blow thoſe fops away. 


LINES. 
UPON BEING STUNG IN THE TAGE BY A BEE, WHOSE STING 


WAS TAKEN OUT BY A YOUNG LADY, 


—— — 


BY THE SAME, 


IN vain my little foe inflicts the ſmart, - 

For Partheniſſa draws the venom'd dart. 

Her hand can inſtantaneous eaſe reſtore, 

And add a thouſand joys unfelt before. 

| Whilſt the poor inſect by the wound he gave, 
Sickens to death, and makes his cell his grave. 
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Foys from each /mart, and good o'erpaying l. | 


FROM her own native France as old Aliſon paſt, 


Her lady's complexion and eye+brows at Calais. 


— — . —·¹O—.f ˙˖˙ ———————————— — 


Thus by their malice be my ſoes ſubdued, 
Or made by heav'n the inſtruments of good: 
And thro' my life be this my lot — to feel 


REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 


BY PRIOR. 


— 


She reproach'd Engliſh Nell with neglect or with malice, 
That the ſlattern had left in the hurry and haſte, 


* 
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| IN 
IMITATION OF ANACREON. 


BY THE SAME. 


LRV 'em cenſure: what care I? 

The herd of critics I defy. 

Let the wretches know I write 
Regardleſs of their grace or ſpite. 

No, no: the fair, the gay, the young 
Govern the numbers of my ſong. 
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All that they approve is ſweet, 
And all is ſenſe that they repeat. 
Bid the warbling Nine retire ; 
Venus, ſtring thy ſervant's lyre: n 
Love ſhall be my endleſs theme; 
Pleaſure ſhall triumph over fame : 
And when theſe maxims I decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate be mine: 
May I graſp at empty praiſe, 
And loſe the nymph to gain the bays. 


* 
DUTCH PROVERB, 


F IRE, water, woman, are man's ruin: 
Says wiſe profeſſor Vander Bruin, 

By flames a houſe I hir'd was loft 

Laſt year, and I muſt pay the coſt, 

This ſpring the rains o'erflow'd my ground; 
And my beſt Flanders mare was drown'd. 

A ſlave am I to Clara's eyes; 

The gypſy knows her pow'r, and flies, 
Fire, water, woman are my ruin: 


And thy great wiſdom, Vander Bruin. 


— 
3 , . 
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THE EYE-BRO w. 


BY PRIOR. 


| Her eyebrow-box one morning loſt, + 
(The beſt of folks are oft'neſt croſt) 

Sad Helen thus to Jenny ſaid, 

Her careleſs but afflicted maid; - 

« Put me to bed, then, wretched Jane ; 

« Alas! when ſhall I riſe again? - 


cc J can behold no mortal now: 7 
« For what's an eye without a brow ?” 
„ML . q!üñ⸗yo˙:ñññrĩ]'LK1 ldKꝛ —n• 4—.Kñ᷑̃(—...Z⁵ 
5-4 
| 1 | 
THE SAME SUBJECT. * + 
| BY THE SA ux. 


IN a dark corner of the houſe 
Poor Helen fits, and ſobs, and cries: 
She will not ſee her loving ſpouſe, 
Nor her more dear piquet allies : 
Unleſs ſhe finds her eyebrows, 
She'll eber weep out her eyes. 


, a he ad 0 1 * 2 f 
ann - Nr 9 * 
ET. R = * 2 
f * 7 - 5 7 Ph Ot; o + 
. 
* 
\ * 1 - 


BY THE SAME. 


HELEN was juſt ſlipt into bed, 
Her eyebrows on the toilet lay : 

Away the kitten with them fled, - 

As fees belonging to her prey. 


For this misfortune careleſs Jane 
Aſſure yourſelf was loudly rated; 
And Madam getting up again, 
With her own hand the mouſe-trap baited, 


On little things, as ſages write, „ 
Depends our human joy, or ſorrow : | 
Tf we don't catch a mouſe to-night, 
Alas ! no eyebrow for to-morrow. 


FP 


PHILLIS'S AGE, 


BY THE SAME, 


— 


How old may Phillis be, you aſk, 
Whoſe beauty thus All hearts engages. - 
Jo anſwer is no eaſy taſk ; 


For ſhe has really two ages, 
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Stiff in brocade, and pinch'd in ſtays, 
Her patches, paint, -and jewels on ; 
All day let envy view her face, 
And Phillis is but twenty one. 


Paint, patches, jewels, laid aſide, 
At night aſtronomers agree, 

The evening has the day bely'd ; 
And Phillis is ſome forty-three. 


CRITICAL MOMENT. 
BY THE SAME, 


1 | ES 
How capricious were nature and art to poor Nell ; 
She was painting her cheeks at the time her noſe fell. 


EPIGRAM. 


TO THE DUKE DE NOAILLES. 


'BY .THE SAME, 


VAIN the concern which you expreſs, 
That uncall'd Alard will poſſeſs 


bp 


Your houſe and coach, both day and night; 


And that Macbeth was haunted leſs 
By Banquo's reſtleſs ſprite, 


With fifteen thouſand pounds a year, 
Do you complain, you. cannot bear 
An ill, you may ſo ſoon retrieve ? 
Good Alard, faith, is modeſter 

By much, than you believe. 


Lend him but fifty louis d'or ; 

And you ſhall never ſee him more : 
Take the advice, probatum eſt. 
Why do the Gods indulge our ſtore, 

But to ſecure our reſt ? 


THE LADY ELIZABETH HARLEY, 


SINCE MARCHIONESS OF CARMARTHEN, ON A COLUMN 
OF HER DRAWING, 4} 


— e—_— 


BY THE SAME, 


WEN future ages ſhall with wonder view 
"Theſe glorious lines which Harley's daughter drew, 
They ſhall confeſs that Britain could not raiſe + 

A fairer column to the father's praiſe, 


- 


Sh 1 
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| ON 1e 
TWO CHARACTERS OF THE SAME NAME. 


To rob the public two contractors come, 
One cheats in corn, the other cheats in rum; 

+ Which is the greater, if you can, explain, 
A rogue in /pirit, or a rogue in grain? 


- EXTEMPORE, 


#ON -HEARING THAT MR, GILBERT, AT - THE - DESIRE o 
M. PITT, HAD DEPRIVED THE MAIDS OF HONOUR 
OF THE CANDLES WHICH) USED ro LIGHT | 
THEM TO BED, 


12 | yy Wnt. 4 
Tu older Pitt, replete with manly pride, 

To ſave his country, ſpread his conqueſts wide; 

But Pitt the younger cribs from what we ſpend, 

And hopes to ſave his country with a—candle's end. 


EPIGRAM. 


© BROTHER bucks, your glaſſes drain: — 
« Tom, 'tis ſtrong, and ſparkling red.“ 
« Never fear—'twont reach my brain: 
4 No=—that's true but twill your Head.“ 


% 
= + 
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ON . 
THE OPENING OF AN ACADEMY 
- BY MESSRS. DUKE AND HART, FOR THE PURPOSE OF 
TEACHING Go.] W GENTLEMEN. TO DANCE, 


BY GARRICK, 


MARSEILLES no more muſt boaſt his art, 
” Which forms the youth of France ; — 
For you inſtruct, great Duke and Hart, 
Grown gentlemen to dance. | 


He only bends the pliant twig ; 
You ftrike a bolder ſtroke; 
You ſoften rocks, make mountains jig, 
And bend the knotted oak ! 


EPIGRAM, | 72 


A NDREWS, 'tis ſaid, a comedy has writ, 

Replete throughout with novelty and wit. 

If it have vi to both will J agree; 
For avit from Andrews muſt be novelty, 


THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE'S 


CANV ASSING FOR MR, FOX, 


ARRAY'D in matchlef beauty, Devon's fairs 
In Fox' s favor takes a zealous part; 

But, oh where'er the pilf*rer comes, beware! 
She /upplicates a vote, and fleals a heart. 


TO 
A YOUNG LADY, 


= ' 
WITH A PRINT OF VENUS ATTIRED BY THE GRACES. 


1 


— 


THA far ſuperior is thy ſtate, 
Elen envy muſt agree; 

On thee a thouſand Graces wait, 

On Venus only three. 


EPIGRAM. 


Minas, they ſay, poſſeſs'd the art of old, 

Of turning whatſoe'er he touch'd to gold; 

This, modern ſtateſmen can reverſe with eaſe; 

Touch them with gold, they'll turn to what you Please. 


=; A * * 9 2 AE 
by * hy i a4, - a * 
" 15 * , 7 "We 
F . 
4 
* 


PORTICAL FARRAGO. 14r 


ON 
LORD OXFORD'S ADVANCEMENT. 


PH@BUs, his courſe of duty run, 
Setting, becomes a riſing ſun, 

The luminary of our ſkies 

Like Phœbus only ſets to riſe. 


For the following Jeux d"Eſprit from the Greek, * 
are indebted to the ingenious Tranſlator of © Epigrams 
ſelected from the Compilation of Rich. Fr, Phil, 5 re 


publiſhed at Straſburg, 1773.” 


FROM MELEAGER. 
TO A LADY $SINGING., 
By Pan, your voice, my charming maid, 
\  Oferwhelins my ſenſes with delight; 
By Nature's partial hand pourtray'd, 
Nor leſs your form enchants my ſight, 


Two pleaſures, ſeizing thus my heart, 
One moment of calm peace deny : 
For, whilſt your notes ſuch joys impart, 

Dear girl, I hear, I gaze, I die! 


1 © PORTICAL PARRAGO. |, 


FROM THE SAME. 


_ _ - CUPID'S FLIGHT. 


W HOE'ER the God of Love has ſeen, - 
Muſt know the wanderer I mean; 
That fierce impetuous boy, who fled _ 
This morning early from his bed. | 
His tears flow gently ; and his tongue 
Moſt glibly ; with two wings, is hung 
A quiver on his back; his air Ty 
Intrepid ; in his ſmiles appear ; 
Deceit and archneſs ; who his fire -- 
We know not, and in yain enquire ; | 
Neither the ſky, the ſea, or earth, © 
Gave this inſidious urchin birth — 
Hated by all, to all a foe. 
E'en now he pulls his fatal bow : : 
I ſee the rogue in ambuſh lies, 
Lancing his darts from Clara's eyes. 


— 


* FROM ARCHIAS. 


ON AN ECHO, 


No more the ſportive Echo chide, 

O ſwain, with notes by you ſupply' d; 
Whilſt thus my mimic voice I try; ; 
you 8 are filent, ſo am I. 
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FROM ARCHELAUS. 
ON THE STATUE OF ALEXANDER TYE GREAT. 


BY LYSIPPUS,. 


"Uh 


SEE Philip's ſon with dignity appear, 

With lion front, and proud imperial air: 
Hear him exclaim, upturn'd his piercing eye, 
The earth is mine !—Jove, goyern thou the ſky ! 


FROM PTOLEMY. und 


ON ASTRONOMY. 


'T HO! but the being of a day, 

When I yon planet's courſe ſurvey, 
This earth I then deſpiſe 

Near Jove* eternal throne I ſtand, 

And quaff from an immortal hand 
The nectar of the Kies. 


Serre 


SPEECH OF DIOGENES TO CHARON. . 


STERN guardian of this gloomy ſhore, 

Quick puſh thy crazy bark afloat ; 
From yonder world no joys I bore, 

Old Charon, to retard thy boat: 

A ſtaff, a tub, a ſtout warm veſt,. 1 
Were all my ſtore, and all my gain: 

Come, ferryman, admit your gueſt, 
And take this penny for your pains. 


i 


MYRINUS. 


— , i 
ON RURAL TRANQUILLITY, , 
WW ' 


'THYRSIS, to whom the village maids 

| Their wandering flocks aflign ; 

Beneath this pine's embowering ſhades 
Lies ſunk in ſleep and wine. 

The ſhepherd's, crook ſee Cupid take, 
As guardian of the fold. 

Haſte, nymphs, the drowſy ſwain awake, 
And bid the youth be bold : 

Nor let yon famiſh'd wolf deſtroy, 

That blind, that heedleſs. wanton boy. 
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FROM 
DIODORUS, JUNIOR. 
ON AN EMPTY MONUMENT RAISED Tre THEMISTOCLES, 


4 
— ——— ; 


To brave Themiſtocles of deathlefs fame, 
Magneſia's grateful ſons this marble raiſe : 

His mighty arm, and far-extended name, 
Bade freedom's ſacred fire more brightly blaze. 


To ſome remoter clime and happier ſhore, 
Envy the hero's aſhes has convey d: 

Magneſia's race with manly grief deplore 
Theſe empty honours to ſuch valour paid, 


FROM CAPITO. 


ON GRACE, 


—— —  - 


SHORT is the triumph of that face, 
Where beauty ſhines devoid of grace. 
Fiſh may with joy the bait ſurvey, 
The hook alone ſecures the prey. 
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E FROM- 
LEONIDAS ALEXAND. 


ON A BAD MUSICIAN... 


SIMILLUS long in Nature's ſpite 
His patient powers of muſic tried ; 
And toil'd thro' each diſcordant night, 

Till every neighbour fled or died, 
Except Origines; to whom * 
Kind Fate (the ſame misfortune fearing), 

To ſave him from an early tomb, 
Denied the dangerous ſenſe of hearing. 


588 
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FROM THE SAME. 
ON A VENUS ARMED 


— —< —— 


War, Venus, art thou clad in arms, 
' When, conquer'd by your native charms, 
Ihe God of Battle dropt his ſhield ? 
Ah, if thy irreſiſtleſs ſway, 
A power immortal muſt obey 
Shall feeble man diſdain to yield? 


% 
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FROM 
PARMENIO MACEDON. 


ON CONTENT, 


WITH this poor humble garb content, 
I on the Muſe's bounty live, | 
Nor e'er the wealthy will frequent; | 
To flatterers their ſmiles they give: 
'The ſweets of freedom whilſt I know, 
J ſcorn the rich man's haughty brow. 


FROM LUCIAN. 


ON AN OLD LADY PAINTING HER' FACE, 


You dye your locks with wond”rous art; 
But ftill old age will play its part : 
Truſt me, my dear, all art is weak 
To ſmooth the wrinkles on that cheek : 
Thro' all the poor deſign we trace, 
You wear a maſk initead of face; 
For all the paint, you look ſo well in, 
Will ne'er make Hecuba an Helen, 
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FROM THE SAME, 


ON HYPOCRISY, 


32 —— 


Ws Myro, midſt his roaring friends, 
So much ſobriety pretends ; 
Poor Myro, by his ill-tim'd plan, 


Appears the only drunken man. 


" FROM LUCILIUS. — 


ON AN UGLY cogr. 


How falſely does Dorinda's glafs, 
Reflect her face, whene er ſhe views it! 
If it told truth, I think the laſs 
Would ſeldom have a wiſh to uſe it. 


FROM THE SAME. 


ON A SPOUTING POETASTER. 


He is Apollo's genuine prieſt, 

Who richly does his audience feaſt ; 
Who, after a prolix recital, 

Offers no dinner in requital : 

Oh may his patron rightly know him, 
And give, in lieu of caſh, a poem! 
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FROM THE SAME. 


ON THE PORTRAITS OF DEUCALION AND PHAETON, 


BY AN INDIFFERENT PAINTER. 


MENESTRATUS, no doubt, you deem 
Your toils a due reward require 

I'll throw Deucalion in that ſtream, 
And fling your Phaeton in the fire. 


FROM | 
PALLADIUS ALEXAND. 
ON A DROLL, 
To epigrams I'll bid adieu, 
Since blockheads think me ſo provoking ; 


But when Paphlagon's face I view, 
1 find freſh matter there for joking, 
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FROM THE SAME. 


ON A LAZY DRUNKEN MAN. 


— ——— — 


SYLVANUS has two children, one 

Call'd Sleep, the other Wine; undone 
By both his favourites, he attends 
Neither to ſtudy, or his friends. 
One bids him rife, torments his head; 
The other nails him to his bed. 


— — 22 


VERSES 


#MITATED FROM THE FRENCH OF MONSIEUR MAYNARD, 
TO CARDINAL. RICHELIEU, a 


BY THE LATE. GEORGE STEPNEY, ESQ, 


WU money and my blood ran high, 
My muſe was reckon'd wondrous pretty; 

The ſports and ſmiles did round her fly, 
Enamour'd with her ſmart concett1. 


Now, who'd have thought it once? with pain 
She ſtrings her harp, whilſt freezing age 
But feebly runs through every vein, 
And chills my briſk poetic rage. 


POETICAL FARRAGO, _ 7 
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I properly have ceas'd to live, 
To wine and women dead and low ; 
And ſoon from fate I ſhall receive 
A ſummons to the ſhades to go, 


The warrior ghoſts will round me come, 
To hear of fam'd Ramillia's fight, 

Whilſt the vex'd Bourbons thro' the gloom 
Retire to th* utmoſt realms of night, 


Then I, my lord, will tell how you 
With penſions every muſe inſpire ; 
Who Malb'rough's conqueſts did purſue, 
And to his trumpets tun'd the lyre. 


But ſhould ſome drolling ſprite demand, 
Well, Sir, what place had you, I pray? 

How like a coxcomb ſhould I ftand ! 
What would your lordſhip have me ſay ? 


FOR — 
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TE 
UNREWARDED LOVER, 


BY WALSH, 


LT the dull merchant curſe his angry fate, 
And from the winds and waves his fortune wait: 
Let the loud lawyer break his brains, and be 

A ſlave to wrangling coxcombs for a fee: 


— 


52" POETICAL PARRAGO. 
Let the rough ſoldier fight his prince's foes, 
And for a livelihcod his life expoſe : 
I wage no war, I plead no cauſe but Love's, 
I fear no ſtorms but what Celinda moves, 
And what grave cenſor can my choice deſpiſe ? 
But here, fair charmer, here the diff rence lies; 
| The merchant, after all his hazards paſt, 
| Enjoys thefruit of his long toils at laſt ; 
| The ſoldier high in his king's favor ſtands, 
And, after having long obey'd, commands: 
The lawyer to reward his tedious.care, 
Roars on the bench, that babbled at the bar ; 
While I take pains to meet a fate more hard, 
And reap no fruit, no favor, no reward. 


1 


TO CELIA, 


VPON A FAVOR OFFERED. 


BY THE SAM. 


CELIA, too late you would repent : 
The offering all your tore, 

Is now but like a pardon ſent 
To one that's dead before, 


POETICAL FARRAGO,- 
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While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the bliſs too late ; 
You hinder'd me of one I lov'd, 
To give me one I hate. 


I thought you innocent, as fair, ' 
When firſt my court I made; 

But when your falſehoods plain appear, 
My love no longer ſtaid. 


Your bounty of thoſe favors ſhown, 
Whoſe worth you firſt deface, 

Is melting valued metals down, 
And giving us the braſs, 


Oh, ſince the thing we beg's a toy, 
That's priz'd by love alone, 
Why cannot women grant the joy, 
Before our love is gone? 


EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME. 


'THRASO picks quarrels when he's drunk at night; 
When ſober in the morning dares not fight. 

Thraſo, to ſhun thoſe ills that mfy enſue, 

Drink not at night, or drink at morning too. 
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_ EPIGRAM, 


ro A FALSE MISTRESS, 


BY THE SAME, 


THrovu ſaid'ſt that I alone thy heart could move, 
And that for me thou would'ſ abandon Jove, 

IT lov'd thee then, nor with a love defil'd, 

But as a father loves his only child. | . 

I know thee now, and tho' I fiercely burn, _ 
Thou art become the object of my ſcorn. 
See what thy falſehood gets ; I muſt confeſs 
I love thee more, but I eſteem thee leſs. 


- TO CELIA, 


UPON SOME ALTERATIONS IN HER FACE, 


BY THE SAME, 


AH, Celia! where are now the charms, 
That did ſuch wondrous paſſions move ? 

Time, cruel Time, thoſe eyes diſarms, 
And blunts the feeble darts of love. 


What malice does the tyrant bear 

To women's int'reſt, and to ours? 
Beauties to which the public ſhare, 
The greedy villain firſt deyours. 


. 
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Who, without tears, can ſee a prince, 
That trains of fawning courtiers had, 
Abandon'd, left without defence? 
Nor is thy helpleſs fate leſs ſad. 


Thou who ſo many fools haſt known, 
And all the fools would hardly do, 

Should'ſt now confine thyſelf to one! 
And he, alas ! a huſband too ! 


See the ungrateful ſlaves, how faſt 
They from thy ſetting glories run; 
And in what mighty crowds they haſte, 

To worſhip Flavia's rifing ſun! 


In vain are all the practis'd wiles, 
In vain thoſe eyes would love impart z 


Not all th' advances, all the ſmiles, 
Can move one unrelenting heart, 


While Flavia, charming Flavia ftill, 
By cruelty her cauſe maintains 
And ſcarce vouchſafes a careleſs ſmile 
To the poor ſlaves that wear her chains, 


Well, Celia, let them waſte their tears ; 
But ſure they will in time repine, 
That thou haſt not a face like hers, 
Or ſhe has not a heart like thine, 
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EPIGRAM. 


CHLOE her goſſips entertains 
With ftories of her child-bed pains, 
And fiercely againſt Hymen rails ; 
But Hymen's not ſo much to blame : 
She knows, unleſs her memory fails, 
That, ere ſhe married, ſhe'd the ſame. 


— 


LINQUA POTENTIOR ARMIS. 


Trar ſpeech ſurpaſſes force is no new whim : 
Fove caus'd the heavens to tremble, Juno him. 


EPIGRAM. 


Monty and man a mutual friendſhip ſhow ; 
Man makes falſe money, money makes man ſo. 


rer 
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VERSES 


OCCASIONED BY NICOLINI AND VALENTINT'S FIRST 
COMING TO THE HAYMARKET THEATRE, 


AMPHION ſtrikes the vocal lyre, | 
And ready at his call, 
Harmonious brick and ſtone conſpire 
Io raiſe the Theban wall. 


In emulation of his praiſe, 
Two Latian heroes come, 
A ſinking theatre to raiſe, 
And prop Van's tott'ring dome. 


But how this laft ſhould come to paſs, 
Muft till remain unknown, 

Since theſe poor gentlemen, alas! 
Bring neither brick nor ſtone. 


3 — 


23 — 


FRED. - = 


EPIGRAM, 


My pelf on paupers I beſtow, 
Expiring Saveall ſaid; 

For once let tears from flatt'rers flow 
Without the oinon's aid. 


{P'S 
LADY CARLISEE, 


GOING INTO THE COUNTRY, 


AT once the ſun and Carliſle took their way, 
To warm the frozen north, and kindle day; 
The flowers to both the glad creation ow d, 
Their virtues he, their beauties ſhe beſtow'd, 


| ON 
1 A GREAT HOUSE, 


ADORNED WITH STATUES, 


1 


TRE walls are thick, the ſervants thin, 
The Gods without, the devil within. | 


EPIGRAM, 


Y OUNG Curio would have a ſpouſe that's wiſe, 
Fair, rich, and young, a maiden for his bed, 
Nor proud, nor churliſh, but of faultleſs ſize, 
A country houſewife in the city bred. 
But he's a fool, and long in vain has ſtaid ; 
He ſhould 6e/peak her; there's none ready made, 
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| ON 
LADY H-. GODOLPHIN, 


GODOLPHIN'S eaſy and unpractis d air, 
Gains without art, and governs without care ; 
Her conquering race with various fate ſurprize, 
Who *ſcape their arms, are captives to their eyes. 


EPIGRAM. 


WHEN Lovelace marry'd Lady Jenny, 
Whoſe beauty was the ready penny ; 

&« I choſe her,” ſaid he, “ like old plate, 
« Not for the fa/4ion, but the weight.” 


EPIGRAM, 


TA nags, the leaneſt things alive, 
So very hard thou lov'ſt to drive; 

I heard thy angry coachman ſay, 

It coſt thee more in whips than hay, 


LEO LALLY 
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EPIG RAM 


ON DR, C—DE'Ss DYING BY HIS OWN RECIPE. 


C—DE who had flain ten thouſand men, 
With that ſmall inſtrument, a pen, 

Being ſick, unfortunately try'd 

The point upon himſelf, and dy'd, 


10 
APOLLO MAKING LOVE. 


FROM FONTENELLEs 


BY THE LATE r. TICKELL, ESO. 


AM. cry'd Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd, 
And panting for breath the coy virgin purſu'd, 
When his wiſdom, in manner moſt ample, expreſt | 
The long lift of the graces his Godſhip poſſeſt: 


« I'm the god of ſweet ſong, and inſpirer of lays ;”? 
Nor for lay, nor ſweet ſong, the fair fugitive ſtays ; 
« I'm the god of the harp; ſtop, my faireſt**—in vain; 
Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her again. 
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« Ev'ry plant, ey'ry flower, and their virtues I know, 
« God of light I'm above, and of phyſic below: 

At the dreadful word, phyſic, the nymph fled more faſt ; 
At the fatal word, phyſic, ſhe doubled her haſte. 


'Thou fond God of wiſdom, then alter thy phraſe, 

Bid her view thy young bloom, and thy raviſhing rays ; 
Tell her leſs of thy knowledge, and more of thy charms, 
And, my life for't, the damſel ſhall fly to thy arms. 


THE | 
FATAL CURIOSITY, 


BY THE SAME, 


MUCH had I heard of fair Francelia's name, 
The laviſh praiſes of the-babler, fame, | 
I thought them ſuch, and went prepar'd to pry, 
And trace the charmer with a critic's eye ; 
Reſolv'd to find ſome fault before unſpy'd, 
And diſappointed, if but ſatisfy'd. . 
Love pierc'd the vaſſal heart, that durſt rebel, 
And where a judge was meant, a victim fell: 
On thoſe dear eyes, with ſweet perdition gay, 
J gaz'd at once my pride and ſoul away; | 
All o'er I felt the luſcious poiſon run, 
And, in a look, the haſty conqueſt won, 
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Thus the fond moth around the taper plays, 


And ſports and flutters near the treach'rous blaze, 


Raviſh'd with joy, he wings his eager flight, 
Nor dreams of ruin in fo clear a light; 


He tempts his fate, and courts a glorious doom, 
A bright deſtruction, and a ſhining tomb. 


— 


ON A LADY'S PICTURE. 


TO GILFRED LAWSON, ESQ, 


BY THE SAMEsg 


As Damon Chloe's painted form ſurvey'd, 

He figh'd, and languiſh'd for the jilting ſhade : 

For Cupid taught the artiſt hand its grace, 

And Venus wanton'd in the mimic face. 

Now he laments a look ſo vaſtly fair, 

And almoſt damns what yet reſembles her ; 

Now he devours it with his longing eyes; 

Now ſated, from the lovely phantom flies, 

Vet burns to look again, yet looks again, and dies. 

Her iv'ry neck his lips preſume to kiſs, 

And his bold hands the ſwelling boſom preſs; 

The ſwain drinks in deep draughts of vain deſire, 

Melts without heat, and burns in fancy'd fire. 
Strange pow'r of paint! thou nice ercator art! 

What love inſpires may life itſelf impart, 


| 


| PORETICAL FARRAGO, 


Struck with like PRONE of old, W pray d, 
And hugg' d to life his artificial maid ; 

Claſp, new Pygmalion, claſp the ſeeming charms, 
Perhaps e'en now th' enliv' ning image warms, 
Deſtin'd to crown thy joys, and revel in thy arms: 
Thy arms which ſhall with fire ſo fierce invade, 

That ſhe at once ſhall be, and ceaſe to be, a maid. 


TO DAMON. 


Ys, Damon, yes, with thee I'll go 
Thro' ev'ry hardſhip life diſplays ; 
With thee I'll tread December's ſnow, - 

Or brave the dog-ftar's fierceſt blaze. 
Diſtreſsful want and perils keen, 
With thee I'll unrepining ſhare, 
Nor e'er regret the courtly ſcene, 
Where I was faireſt of the fair. 


But wherefore ſhould thy plaintive breath 

The direful cloſe of life pourtray, 

Or paint the ruthleſs arm of death, 

Which ſpreads o'er all deſpotic ſway ? 
The village-maid, and ſcepter'd queen, 
Alike his gloomy empire ſhare, 

Nor will he, mid the courtly ſcene, 
| Regard the faireſt of the fair. 
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By danger, or by want, when preſs' d, 
My heart thy love will ne'er forego, 
But when thy verſe alarms my breaſt, | 
| By evils, all are doom'd to know, 
No more I hear that voice ſerene, 
No more I ſee that anxious care, 
Which woo'd me in the courtly ſcene, 
Where I was faireſt of the fair. 


Yes, Damon !—conſtant by thy fide 9 -— 
Thy faithful Nancy would remain, 5 
The frowns of fortune would abide, 
And ſooth the languid couch of pain. 
But do not deem my love ſo mean, 
Unmoy'd my Damon's death to bear, 
Tho' many ſuch perhaps are ſeen, | 
Among the faireſt of the fair. 


VERSES 


WRITTEN FOR THE | TOASTING= GLASSES OF THE 
- KIT=CAT CLUB, 1703. 


EY THE EARL OF HALLITAX. 


| DUCHESS OF sr. ALBANS. 
*T'HE line of Vere fo long renown'd in arms, 
Concludes with luſtre in St. Albans charms; | 


Her conquering eyes have made their race compleat, 
They roſe in valour, and in beauty ſet, 


* 


DUCHESS OF BEAUFORT, 


OFFSPRING of a tuneful fire, 
Bleft with more than mortal fire : 
Likeneſs. of a mother's face, 

Bleſt with more than mortal grace: 
You with double charms ſurprize, 
With his wit, and with her eyes, 


LADY MARY CHURCHILL. 


FAIREST and lateſt of the beauteous race, 

Bleſt with your parents wit, and her firſt blooming face ; 
Born with our liberties in William's reign, 
Your eyes alone that liberty reſtrain, 


— 5 = = — 


DUCHESS OF RICHMOND. 
OF two fair Richmonds different ages boaſt, 
Theirs was the firſt, and ours the brighteſt toaſt ; 
THh' adorers offerings prove who's moſt divine, 
They ſacnific'd | in water, we in wine. 
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A1L nature's charms in Sunderland appear, 
Bright as her eyes, and as her reaſon clear: 


Yet ſtill their force, to men not ſafely known, 
Seems undiſcover'd to herſelf alone. 


; MADEMOISELLE SPANHEIME. 


ADMIR'D in Germany, ador'd in France, 
Your charms to brighter glory here advance; 

| The ftubborn Britons own your beauty's claim, 
And with their native toaſts enroll your name, 


 EPIGRAM. 
W men have many faults, 
: Poor women have but two— — 
There's nothing good they ſay ; 
There's as good my 
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THE DECANTER: 


. 


On! thou that high thy bend dot bear, 
With ſmooth round neck, and ſingle ear, 
With well-turn'd narrow mouth, from whence 
Flow ftreams of nobleſt eloquence ; 

Tis thou that fir'ſt the bard divine, 
Sacred to Phœbus and the Nine; 

That mirth and ſoft deli ght canſt move, 
Sacred to Venus and to love; 

Yet, ſpite of all thy virtues rare, 

Thou'rt not a boon-companion-fair ;- 
Thou'rt full of wine, when thirſty I, - 
And when I'm drunk, then thou art dry. 


EPIGRAM. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1686. 


* 


UNHAPPIER age who ever ſaw, 
When truth doth paſs for treaſon, 
When every blockhead's will for law, 
And coxcomb's ſenſe for reaſon ? 


Religion's made a bawd of ftate, 
To ſerve the pimps and panders ; 
Our liberty a priſon grate, 
And Iriſhmen commanders, 
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Oh! how thrice wretched is our fate! 
* What dangers do we run! 

We muſt be wicked to be great; 

* And to be juſt, undone. 


Tis thus our ſovereign keeps his word, 
And makes the nation great; 

'To Iriſhmen he truſts the ſword, 
To Jeſuits the tate, | 


10 
SIR RICHARD BLACKMORE:” 


I CHARGE thee, knight, in great Apollo's name, 
If thou'rt not dead to all reproof and ſhame, | 
Either thy rhymes or phyſic to diſclaim; | 

Both are too much our feeble brain to rack, 
Beſides, the bard will ſoon undo the quack ; 

Such ſhoals of readers thy damn'd fuſtian kills, 
Thou'lt ſcarce leave one alive to take thy pills, 


ON DIDO. 


FROM AUSONIUS, 


Pook queen ! twice doom'd diſaſtrous love to try, 
You fly the dying; for the flying die, 
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FROM BUCHANAN, 


ON POPE JUNIUS II. 


Thy father Genoeſe, thy mother Greek, 

Born on the ſea ; who truth in thee would ſeek ? 
Liguria's falſe, falſe Greece, and falſe the ſea, 

Falſe all; and all the falſchoods meet in thee. 


——XY=—— ———— 


10 
MR. EDWARD HOWARD, 


ON HIS PLAYS, 


BY THE EARL OF DORSET, 


T HOU damn'd antipodes to common ſenſe, 
Thou foil to Flecknoe, prythee tell me whence 
Does all this mighty ſtock of dullneſs ſpring ? 
Is it thy own, or haſt it from Snow-hill, 
Aſſiſted by ſome ballad-making quill ? 

No, they fly higher yet, thy plays are ſuch, 
I'd ſwear they were tranſlated out of Dutch. 
Fain I would know what diet thou doſt keep, 
If thou doſt always, or doſt never fleep ? 

Some haſty pudding is thy chiefeſt diſh, 

With bullocks liver, or ſome ſtinking fiſh : 


K a F 6 r 
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Garbage, ox-cheeks, and tripes do feaſt thy brain, 
Which nobly pay this tribute back again. 

With daiſy roots thy dwarfiſh muſe is fed, 

A giant's body with a pygmy's head. 

Can ſt thou not find, among thy numerous race 

Of kindred, one to tell thee that thy plays 

Are laught at by the pit, box, galleries, nay, the ſtage? 
Think on't awhile, and thou wilt quickly find 

Thy body made for labor, not thy mind. 

No other uſe of paper thou ſhould'ſt make, 

Than carrying loads and reams about upon thy back. 

Carry vaſt burthens till thy ſhoulders ſhrink, 

But curſt be he that gives thee pen and ink : 

Such dangerous weapons ſhould be kept from fools, 

As nurſes from their children keep edged tools: 

For. thy dull fancy a munkinder 1s fit 

To wipe the ſlabberings of thy ſnotty wit: 

And tho' tis late, if juſtice could be found, 

Thy plays, like blind-born puppies, ſhould be drown'd ; 

For were it not that we reſpect afford | 

Unto the ſon of an heroic lord, 

Thine in the ducking-ſtool ſhould take her ſeat, 

Dreſt like herſelf in a great chair of ſtate ; 

Where like a muſe of quality ſhe'd die, 

And thou thyſelf ſhalt make her elegy 

In the ſame ſtyle thou writ't thy comedy, 


« * 
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THE COUNTESS OF DORCHESTER, 


MISTRESS TO KING JAMES THE SECOND, WRITTEN IN 1680. 


BY THE SAME, 


TEL me, Dorinda, why ſo gay, 

Why ſuch embroidery, fringe, and lace? 
Can any dreſſes find a way, 
To ſtop th' approaches of decay, 

And mend a ruin'd face ? 


Wilt thou {till ſparkle in the box, 
Still ogle in the ring ? 
Canſt thou forget thy age, ſmall-pox ? 
Can all that ſhines on ſhells and rocks - 
Make thee a fine young thing? | 


So have I ſeen in larder dark 

Of veal a lucid loin ; 
Replete with many a brilliant ſpark, 
As wiſe philoſophers remark, 

At once both ſtink and ſhine, 
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BY THE SAME. 


PROUD with the ſpoils of royal cully, 
With falſe pretence to wit and parts, 
She ſwaggers like a batter'd bully, 
To try the tempers of mens hearts. 


- 


Tho? ſhe appear as glittering fine 


— 


As gems, and jeſts, and paint can make her; 
She ne er can win a breaſt like mine; 
The devil and Sir David * take her. 


BY THE SAME. 


* | 

May the ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in crowds and noiſe, 

While gentle love does fill my mind 
With filent zeal joys. 


May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 
And the world thinks 'em wiſe ; 


| While I lie dying at her feet, 
And all the world deſpiſe. . 


11 


* Sir David Colye ar, late Earl of Portmore. 
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Let conquering kings new triumphs raiſe, 
And melt in court delights; 
Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much ſofter nights, 


VERSES 


OCCASIONED BY HEARING THE REV. EDWARD mmm 
PREACH AGAINST FLATTERY. 


— 2 2 


BY — D-—D, ESQ, 


Ir other faults be Ned's, tis plain 
Self-love ne'er fir d the elf; 

For while a ſycophant's his bane, 
He's baneful to himſelf. 


TO HIS BOOK 


BY w. WALSH, ESQ. 


Go, little book, and to the world impart, 

The faithful image of an am'rous heart ; 

Thoſe who love dear, deluding pains have known, 
May in thy fatal ſtories read their own. 

Thoſe who have liv'd from all its torments free, 
May find the thing they never feli by me; 


— 


174 POETICAL FARRAGO. | 


Perhaps, advis'd, avoid the gilded bait, 

And, warn'd by my example, ſhun my fate. 
While with. calm joy, ſafe landed on the coaſt, 
I view the waves on which I once was toſt. 
Love is a medley of endearments, jars, 
Suſpicions, quarrels, reconcilements, wars ; 
Then peace again. Oh, would it not be beſt, 
To chaſe the fatal poiſon from our breaſt ? 


"But fince ſo few can live from paſſion free, 


Happy the man, and only happy he, - 
Who with ſuch lucky ſtars begins his love, " 
That his cool judgement. does his choice approve. 
Ill-grounded paſſions quickly wear away; 

What's built upon eſteem can ne'er decay. 


— —— 


| 


DEATH. 


BY THE SAME, 


WHAT has this bugbear death that's worth our care ? 
After a life in pain and ſorrow paſt, 


Aſter deluding hope, and dire deſpair, 


Death only gives us quiet at the laſt, 


How ſtrangely are our love and hate miſplac'd ! 
Freedom we ſeek, and yet from freedom flee ; 

Courting thoſe tyrant fins that chain us faſt, 
And ſhunning death that only ſets us free, 
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*Tis not a fooliſh fear of future pains, 

Why ſhould they fear who keep their ſouls from ſtains ? 
That makes me dread thy terrors, death, to ſee: 

"Tis not the loſs of riches, or of fame, 

Or the vain toys the vulgar pleaſures name, 

_ *Tis nothing, Celia, but the loſing thee. 


TO HIS MISTRESS. 
| BY THE SAME, 


—— — — 


WIAx fury does diſturb my reſt? 
What hell is this within my breaſt ? 
Now I abhor, and now I love ; 
And each an equal torment prove, 
I ſee Celinda's cruelty, 
I ſee ſhe loves all men but me; 
I ſee her falſehood, ſee her pride, 
I fee ten thouſand faults beſide ; 
I ſee ſhe ſticks at nought that's ill; 
Yet, oh, ye powers! J love her ſtill, 
Others on precipices run, 
Which, blind with love, they cannot ſhun, 
I ſee my danger, ſee my ruin, 
Yet ſeek, yet court my own undoing : 
And each new reaſon I explore 
To hate her, makes me love her more. 
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TEE RECONCILEMENT. 


BY THE SAME, 


Be gone, ye ſighs ! be gone, ye tears! 

Be gone, ye jealouſies and fears 

Gelinda ſwears ſhe never lov'd, . 

Celinda ſwears none ever mov'd 

Her heart, but I. If this be true, 

Shall I keep company with you ? - 
What, tho' a ſenſeleſs rival ſwore - - 
She faid as much to him before ? | 
What tho? I ſaw him in her bed? 

PI! truſt not what I /awv, but what He /aid. 
Curſe on the prudent and the wiſe, 

Who ne'er believe ſuch pleafing lies: 

I grant ſhe only does deceive; 

I grant *tis folly to believe; 

But by this folly I vaſt pleaſures gain, 
While you, with all your wiſdom, live in pain. 


A SHORT VISIT, 


So the long abſent Winter ſun, | 
When of the cold we moſt complain, 
Comes ſlow, but ſwift away does run, 


| Juſt ſhows the day, and ſets again. 
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So the prime beauty of the Spring, 
The virgin lily, courts our eyes; 
No ſooner blown, but the gay thing 
Steals from th'-admirer's ſight, and dies. 


The gaudy ſweets of th' infant year, 
That raviſh both the ſmell and view, 
Do thus deceitfully appear, 
And fade as ſoon as ſmelt unto. 


Amynta, tho' ſne was more fair 
Than untouch'd lilies, chaſte as ſnows, 
Welcome as ſuns in Winter are, 


And ſweeter than the blooming roſe ; 


Yet when ſhe brought, as late ſhe did, 
All that a dying heart could eaſe, 
And by her ſwift return forbid 
The joys to laſt, ſhe's too like theſe, 


Ah, tyrant beauty ! do you thus 
Increaſe our joy to make it leſs ? 
And do you only ſhew to us 
A heaven, without deſign to bleſs ? 


This was unmercifully kind, 
And all our bliſs too dear has coſt ; 
For is it not a hell to find 
We had a paradiſe that's loſt ? 
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TO HIS MISTRESS. 


AGAINST MARRIAGE, 


BY THE SAME, 


—— —-— — 


VꝑS, all the world muſt ſure agree, 

He, who's ſecur'd of having thee, 
Will be entirely bleſt; 

But *twere in me too great a wrong, 

To make one who had been ſo long 
My queen, my ſlave at laſt. 


Nor ought thoſe things to be confin'd, 

That were for public good defign'd : 
Could we, in fooliſh pride, 

Make the ſun always with us ſtay, 

Twould burn our corn and graſs away, 
To ftarve the world beſide. 


Let not the thoughts of parting fright 

Two ſouls which paſſion does unite ; 
For while our love does laſt, 

Neither will ftrive to go away; 

And why the devil ſhould we ſtay, 
When once that love is paſt ? 
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TO A LADx, 
WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHOENIX, ' 


* 


BY r. TICKELL, ESG. 


L Avis of wit, and bold appear the lines, 

Where Claudian's genius in the Phœnix ſhines; 

A thouſand ways each brilliant point is turn'd, 

And the gay poem, like its theme, adorn'd : 

A tale more ſtrange ne'er grac'd the poet's art, 

Nor e'er did fiction play ſo wild a part. 

Each fabled charm in matchleſs Celia meets, 

The heavenly colours, and ambrofial ſweets ; 

Her virgin boſom chaſter fire ſupplies, 

And beams more piercing guard her kindred eyes; 
O'erflowing wit th' imagin'd wonder drew, 

But fertile fancy ne'er can reach the true. | 
Now buds your youth, your cheeks their bloom diſcloſe, 
Th'untainted lily, and unfolding roſe ; | 
Eaſe in your mien, and ſweetneſs in your face, 

You ſpeak a Syren, and you move a Grace ; 

Nor ſhall time urge theſe beauties to decay, 

While virtue gives what years ſhall ſteal away. 

The fair, whoſe youth can boaſt the worth of age, 

In age ſhall with the charms of youth engage; 


In ev'ry change, ſtill lovely, ſtill the ſame, 
A fairer rn in a purer flame. 
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10 
MRS. LOWTHER, ON HER MARRIAGE, 


FROM MENAGE, 


BY THE SAME. 


TRE greateſt ſwain that treads th'Arcadian grove, 
Our ſhepherds envy, and our virgins love, 
His charming nymph, his ſofter fair obtains, © 
The bright Diana of our flowery plains. 
He, *mid the graceful, of ſuperior grace, 
And ſhe, the lovelieſt of the lovelieſt race. 
Thy fruitful influence, guardian Juno, ſhed, 

And crown the pleaſures of the genial bed; 
Raiſe thence, their future joy, a ſmiling heir, 
Brave as the father, as the mother fair. 
Well may'ſt thou ſhow'r thy choiceſt gifts on thoſe, 

Who boldly rival thy moſt hated foes; 
The vigorous bridegroom with Alcides vies, 
And the fair bride has Cytherea's eyes. 


WIT and beauty once contended 
Which ſhould reign in Celia's arms; 
Both an equal claim pretended 
To be ſole monarch of her charms : 
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Till, at laſt, they both agreed 
To maintain alternate ſway; 
One by night to bleſs her bed, 
One to win her heart by day. 


ON WALLER, 
FROM THE FRENCH Or M. sr. EVREMONT, 


—— 2 — 


BY MR. RYMER, 


—— — — 


VAIN gallants, look on Waller, and deſpair; 
He, only he, may boaſt the grand receipt ; 
Of fourſcore years he never feels the weight: 

Still in his element, when with the fair ; 

There, gay and freſh, drinks in the roſy air: 

There, happy he enjoys his leiſure hours ; 

Nor thinks of winter, while amidf his flowers. 


EPIGRAM. 


wy Cup! inſtruct an amorous ſwain, 
« Some way to tell the nymph his pain, 
« To common youths unknown : 
« To talk of ſighs, of flames, of darts, 
« Of bleeding wounds, and burning hearts, 
& Are methods vulgar grown.“ 
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« What need'ſt thou tell?“ the god replied, 
« 'That love the ſhepherd cannot hide 
4 The nymph will quickly find: | 
c When Phœbus does his beams diſplay, 


« 'To tell men gravely that *tis day, 
« Is to ſuppoſe them blind.” 


IN PUELLAM SEPTENTRIONALEM, - 


QUANQUAM fub gelidis a wh erionibus o ortas 
Delicias almi pectore veris habet. 
Infecit candore cutem nix; cætera flamma, 


5 Phœbe, vigent radios exuperante tuos. 


TRANSLATED, 


"THOUGH from che North the damſel came, 
All ſpring is in her breaſt ; 

Her ſkin is of the driven ſnow, 
But ſun-ſhine all the reſt. 


— —— 
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PETER TRIUMPHANT; 


OR, SPLIT=-BOTTLE DEFEATEDs®» 


BY DR. REDMAN. 


——Magno de flumine mallem 
Quam ex hoc fonticulo tantundem haurire. Hor. 


PETER · to Aſhridge went to dine, 

Peter, a lover of good wine; 

The table is with dainties ſpread, 

The gueſts advance, and grace is ſaid; 

In comes the ven'ſon—oh, how ſweet 

Looks Peter on the ſavoury meat ! 

See | how he lays about amain, 

And eats, and drinks, and eats again ! 

Tis done—he's fill'd and thanks are given, 
Firſt to her Grace, and then to heaven. 
Next come the glaſſes healths go round: 
The bottle ſoon is emptied found. 

«« My dear, quoth Peter to his friend, 

« See, here !—all things muſt have an end 
« The bottle's out—You, Maſter Tough Tf 
« But han't I intereſt enough 

« To bid the butler bring another?“ 

« Yes, ſure,” replies the holy brother. 


pr. Peter Waldo, rector of Afton Clinton, Bucks: 


4 The Chaplain, rector of St. Paul's Covent Garden. 
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« Hark ye! you—Mr. what's your name ! 
« Bring a freſh bottle of the ſame !” 

He goes, returns, but oh, the fight ! 

Hell could not raiſe an uglier ſpright : 

He brings (perhaps, by lordly hint), 

He brings, alas ! a ſingle pint. 


c What's here? ſays Peter in ſome wrath : 


« A pint !—the devil !—by my troth, 

« I'll ſconce thee, puppy, for theſe tricks, 
« T'll halve the pence, and give but fix. 
cc Spite of your garb, I'll pay no more; 
« No, not a farthing :—I have ſwore. 

« But fetch a quart, and I am willing 
« To make that ſixpence up a ſhilling.” 
The quart is brought, and honeſt Peter, 
The bill-amended, pays the waiter. 


MORAL, 


YE Gods! avert from men divine 
Such eye-ſores as a pint of wine! 


Vs ag 


WIEN Thomas ſtyles his wife his half. 
J like the fellow's whim; 

For why? ſhe horns him; ſo the jilt 
Belongs but half to him, 


— 


© 
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- VERSES 
OCCASIONED BY READING LORD BACON'S FLATTERY TO 
KING JAMES THE FIRST. 


BY DR, WHALLEY., 


Ys, to whom heaven imparts its ſpecial fires, _ 
Whoſe breaſts the wond' rous, quickening beam inſpires, 
That ſheds ſtrong eloquence's melting rays, 

Or ſcatters forth the bright poetic blaze ; 

Look here, and learn, thoſe gifts how low and light, 

If conſcious dignity guides not their flight ; 

How mean, when human pride their ſervice claims, 
And Bacon condeſcends to flatter James. 


FORTUNE. 


AN EPIGRAM., 


BY LORD LANSDOWNE, 


W HEN Fortune ſeems to ſmile, tis then I fear 
Some lurking ill, and hidden miſchief near : 

Us'd to her frowns, I ſtand upon my guard, 

And, arm'd in virtue, keep my ſoul prepar'd. 
Fickle and falſe to others ſhe may be, 

I can complain but of her conſtancy. 


Virtutem a me, 
Fortunam ex aliis. 
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EPIGRAM. 
BY THE EARL OF DORSET. 


DorINDa's fparkling wit, and eyes, 
United caſt too fierce a light, 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 
Pains not the heart, but hurts the fight. 


Love is a calmer, gentler joy, 5 
Smooth are his looks, and ſoft his pace 
Her Cupid is a blackguard boy, 
That runs his link full in your face. 


* 4 
VERSES 
WRITTEN AT ALTHROP, IN A BLANK LEAF OF WALLER'S' 
POEMS, UPON SEEING VANDYKE'S PICTURE OF 
THE OLD LADY SUNDERLAND. 


V ANDYKE had colours, ſoftneſs, fire, and art, 
When the fair Sunderland inflam'd his heart. 
Waller had numbers, fancy, wit, and fire, 

And Sachariſſa was his fond deſire. 

Why then at Althrop ſeem her charms to faint 

In thoſe ſweet numbers, and that glowing paint ? 
This happy ſeat a fairer miſtreſs warms ; 

This ſhining offspring has-eclips'd her charms : 
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The different beauties in one face we find ; 
Soft Amoret with brighteſt Sachariſſa join'd. 
As high as nature reach'd their art could ſoar ; 

But ſhe ne'er made a finiſh'd piece before. 


VERSES 


WRITTEN FOR THE TOASTING=GLASSES OF THE 
KIT=CAT CLUB, 1703. 


BY SIR SAMUEL GARTH, 


LADY CARLISLE. 


CARLISLE'S a name can every muſe inſpire, 
To Carliſle fill the glaſs, and tune the lyre. 
With his lov'd bays the god of day ſhall crown 
A wit and luſtre equal to his own. 


LADY ESSEX, 


"THE braveſt hero, and the brighteſt dame, 
From Belgia's happy clime Britannia drew; 

One pregnant cloud we find does often frame 
The awful thunder and the gentle dew. 


188 PoRTICAL FARRAGO. 


THE SAME. 


To Effex fill the ſprightly wine, 
The health's engaging and divine : 
Let pureſt odours ſcent the air, 
And wreaths of roſes bind our hair. 


LADY HYDE. — 


'THE God of wine grows jealous of his art, 
He only fires the head, but ſhe the heart. 

The queen of love looks on, and ſmiles to ſee 
A nymph more mighty than a deity. 


. ON | 
LADY HYDE IN CHILD-BED. 


H YDE, tho' in agonies, her graces keeps, 

A thouſand charms the nymphs complaints adorn, 
In tears of dew ſo mild Aurora weeps, | 

But her bright offspring is the chearful morn, 


POETICAL FARRAGO, 189 


LADY WHARTON, 


WHEN Jove to Ida did the Gods invite, 
And in immortal toaſting paſs'd the night, 
With more than nectar he the banquet bleſs'd, 
For Wharton was the Venus of the feaſt. 


10 
IHE DUCHESS OF . 


ON HER STAYING ALL THE WINTER IN THE COUNTRY, 


7 BY THE SAME. - 


CEASE rural conqueſts, and ſet free your ſwains, 
To Dryads leave the groves, to nymphs, the plains ; 
In penſive dales alone let Echo dwell, 

And each ſad ſigh ſhe hears with ſorrow tell. 
Haſte, let your eyes at Kent's * pavilion ſhine, 

It wants but ſtars, and then the work's divine. 

Of late fame only tells of yielding towns, 

Of captive generals, and protected crowns : 

Of purchas'd laurels, and of battles won, 


Lines forc'd, ſtates vanquiſh'd, provinces oꝰer- run, 
And all Alcides' labours ſumm'd in one. 


* A gallery at St. James's, built by the Earl of Kent. 


190 POETICAL FARRAGO. ; 


—— . RI 


The brave muſt to the fair now yield the prize, 
And Engliſh arms ſubmit to Engliſh eyes: 
In which bright liſt among the firſt you ſtand; 
Tho? each a goddeſs, or a Sunderland, 


Sr 


oN 
ORPHEUS 
AND = 
SIGNORA FRANCISCA MARGARITTA: 


BY THE EARL OF HALLIFAX, 


Hai, tuneful pair! ſay, by what wond'rous charms 
One ſcap'd from hell, and one from Greber's arms ? 
When the ſoft Thracian touch'd the trembling ſtrings, 
The winds were huſh'd, and curl'd their airy wings: 
And when the tawny Tuſcan rais'd her ftrain, 

| Rook furls his ſails, and dares it on the main. 
Treaties unfiniſh'd in the office ſleep, 

And Shovel yawns for orders on the deep. 

Thus equal charms and equal conqueſts claim; 

To him high woods and bending timber came; | 
To her ſhrub-hedges and tall Nottingham, 
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THE 
DESPAIRING LOVER, 


BY WILLIAM WALSH, ESQ. 


DISTRACTED with care, 
For Phillis the fair ; 
Since nothing could move her, 
Poor Damon her lover, 
Reſolves in deſpair 
No longer to languiſh, 
Nor bear ſo much anguiſh ; 
But, mad with his love, 
To a precipice goes ; 
Where a leap from above 
Would ſoon finiſh his woes. 


IT. 


When in rage he came there, 
Beholding how ſteep 

The ſides did appear, 
And the bottom how deep; 

His torments projecting, 

And ſadly reflecting, 

That a lover forſaken 
A new love may get; 

But a neck, when once broken, 
Can never be ſet: 
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And that he could die 
Whenever he would; 

But that he could live © © . _ | 
But as long as he could : | 

How grievous ſoever 
The torment might grow, _ - 

He ſcorn'd to endeavour 
To finiſh it ſo. 

But bold, unconcern'd 
At the thoughty of the pain, — 

He calmly return'd | > 
To his cottage again. 


„ CE . 
* 


A " THE END. _ 8 
| 20 MR 54 | 


